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Kathy Carters Column 


GETTING TO GRIPS WITH KATHY 
YOUR OWN PERSONAL EDITORESS 


There але some really 
good, wildly different 
stories in this issue 
of CLAWS. 

The Restraint 
has its sequel in issue 
41 and continues the 


ad out for innocent 
pleasure in the countryside 
and Shows just what can 
happen to the 5 

Yet Another Change 
флот Tennis comes (лот 
the fluent pen of J.Vickens 
but is vastty different 
and, 1 myself think, 
more interesting, although 
just as well written 
as але all hen fighting 
stories. 


a sprinkling of Letters 
makes up this issue. 


Not forgetting 


apparently stronger woman, 
Physically that is - 
mentally, there can be 
few who але mone dominant 
than this virago. 

Shoutd you wish 
to have a catalogue of 
оил current publications, 
do not hesitate to ask, 
we але only a Leiten 
on telephone call away. 

He 


арру reading 
- do keep writing. 
KATHY CARTER 
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The three young women 
met the sun bronzed life- 
savers at  Portsea Beach, 


and after spending the golden 
Australian afternoon playing 
together on the sand and 
romping in the creamy surf, 
they had no difficulty talking 
the young men back to their 
holiday flat for dinner. 
Geraldine and Gwen were 
sharing the flat. Both were 
from rich country families, 
and were taking a lengthy 
sybaritic break between 
school and university. 
They were 18. Rachel, Gwen's 
cousin was 19, a cadet officer 
in the Women's Royal 
Australian Navy. In the 
lounge after dinner Royal, 
a big fair haired bloke of 
23, was proudly recounting 
his successes in sports and 
athletics, and his belt 
championships. Not a modest 
youth, Royal. The girls were 
getting bored with the boy's 
conceit but the other two 
guys clearly admired Royal, 
listening to him respectfully. 
At last Rachel cut confidently 
in. 

"Royal, have you ever 
heard of  thighing?" The 
young man looked displeased 
at this interruption. "Thighing 
God no. What the devil's 
that?" Geraldine was 
immediately most interested. 


"It sounds fascinating." 
she laughed. Her pretty 
face formed a suggestive 
leer. "Tell us more" Rachel 


smiled, "It's dreadfully popular 
in Germany and the 
Scandinavian countries with 
the younger women. I saw 
quite a lot of it when I was 
stationed on the Rhine. 
Actually it's a form of 
wrestling". Royal snorted 
"Wrestling, girls don't 
wrestle". "Oh boy, Ive 
got news for you" Geraldine 


said. She'd been trying to 
position herself so that 
Ross, who was 20, could 
see beneath the neckline 


of the boy's shirt she was 
wearing, but now she directed 
her attention to Royal. 
"Let me tell you, big boy, 
a whole lot of girls are into 
wrestling and most of them 
are pretty good." "Hugh, 
by female standards perhaps. 


Do you  wrestle?" "Sure 
do!" Geraldine nodded 
emphatically. "Feel this!" 


She flexed her bicep. Ross 
reached to put his hand 
on it, and his face showed 


surprise. "Hey Royal, she's 
got biceps!" "Ant's knees" 
Royal  jeered. But Ross 


demured "Uh they're harder 
than mine аге!" "Bigger 
too probably" Geraldine 
boasted. 

Gwen said quietly 
"I love wrestling. I have 


since I was little and I still 
do. Can't stop being a tomboy 
I suppose!" "Wrestling's 
kinky and delicious" Geraldine 
remarked. Royal wasn't 
impressed. "It's not a girl's 


much 


sport too rough for 
little girlies!" Rachel flushed 
with annoyance. "What Gerry 
says is true" she said to 
him. "A lot of girls wrestle. 
I adore it - it's marvellous 
fun, and gives 2 girl 
confidence in her power!" 
"Power? Power over what?" 
Royal demanded. Rachel 
looked directly into ‘his 
eyes. "Over whoever loses 
to her" she answered. "I 
can tell you that officer 
training is pretty thorough 
in the Womens' Navy, and 
they don't leave out fighting." 
She ran her hand over a 
shapely, black nyloned knee. 


"We were always fighting 
in Germany, mostly in the 
billets before we turned 


in at night. One young lady 
would object to something 
another said and before 
you knew it there'd be a 
brawl. They got quite vicious 


sometimes. No holds barred. 
As often as not the loser 
ended in the sick bay." 


"The fight should have been 
stopped before that!" Wayne 
the third boy said, "Someone 
should have stopped it". 
"Oh how sweet. Where have 
you been sheltering from 
the real world? One never 
stops a fight, darling. They're 
much too exciting to stop!" 
Gwen and Geraldine laughed. 


Ross supported Wayne 
"Im stil surprised some 
of the other girls didn't 


break up these brawls" he 


commented. Geraldine 
looked at him with disdain. 
"Oh come on. Why for 


God's sake I like watching 
a good fight or having one, 
don't you?" The young man 
was silent. Lowering his 
eyes | beneath Geraldine's 
fiercely demanding gaze. 
"Only weaklings don't like 
fighting". "I'm not a weakling" 


Ross flushed. "Aren't you 
dear?" the girl softly mocked. 
Rachel continued "We 


got to know about thighing 
from the local German girls. 
Our basketball team played 
a team of theirs and they 
beat us rather easily. Most 
of them were younger than 
us too, but you should have 


seen the builds on some 
of them. God, they made 
us envious! A couple of 


them were only 13-14, and 
they had the tongues hanging 
out of some of our guys 
watching, poor things. After 
the match we complimented 
these German kids on their 
skill and speed, but we said 


most of all it was their 
physiques that impressed 
us. 

I mean, their thighs 
were. marvellous and the 


width of the shoulders on 
some of them would have 
made most boys I know 
look silly. They told us they 
developed their bodies mostly 
in aggressive body contact 
sports, not so much basketball, 
as boxing and wrestling" 
Royal laughed, and the tall 
dark haired WREN girl glared 


at him. "Just shut up for 
a minute will you? 

Even if youre not 
interested, the others are!" 


It was true. The girls were 
listening with rapt attention 
and despite themselves the 
other two young men were 


fascinated also. "Oh all 
right go on" Royal said. 
"I intend to" Rachel said 
curtly. The tall life saver 


looked at her sharply, holding 
her gaze for a moment, 
but the girl's confident eyes, 


as she returned his stare, 
did not waver, and Royal 
felt something stir in him, 


something of the little boy. 


"The German girls 
invited us to their gym club" 
Rachel described. "The 


first night we went, although 
it was a mixed club of the 
sort that are both numerous 
and popular in Germany, 
the girls there outnumbered 
the boys three to one. The 
boxing ring, weights, wrestling 
mats, things like that, were 
all nearly completely 
monopolised by girls. These 
German girls are mad. They're 
quite shameless. You'd see 
them come in and instead 
of changing or anything 
al some of them would 
do was take offtheir skirts, 
and right into it. In their 
bras and panties. Some wore 
gym shorts over their knickers, 
and gym singlets, but a 
lot didn't bother. They take 
enormous delight in competing 
with the boys, and apparently 
feel that by wearing feminine 
undies,  blatantly parading 
in them, they're emphasising 
the sexual difference! They 
sure do that. Sometimes 
a girls bra would come 
off, in a wrestle, but it 
wouldn't bother her a bit. 
She'd just go on fighting 
naked to the waist. Another 
thing - all the girls who 
went fought, but we noticed 
quite a few boys didn't. 
You'd see them maybe trying 
to lift the weights, or skipping, 


but mostly they seemed 
to prefer to stay out of 
any one-on-one combat 
situations, and just watch 
the girls fighting!" 

Geraldine and Gwen 
were listening absorbedly, 
as were Ross and Wayne. 
Royal wore an amused, 
tolerant smile. "What about 


the thighing?" Geraldine 
said. "That's a special way 
they have of settling an 
argument sometimes" Rachel 
explained. "Although it's 
so popular with the girls 
you see them doing it all 
the time. Each girl has her 
hands tied behind her back 


so she can't use them. She's 
allowed to use only her 
legs, and any other part 
of her body she can bring 
into play. Some of them 
are incredibly fast with 
their legs, and for close 
in fighting they use their 
bellies and their breasts 


as well. Kicking isn't allowed 
- it's more a form of wrestling 
than boxing - but you can 
attack your opponent with 
your hips or shoulders or, 
when you get an opening, 
slam your ass into her!" 
Rachel licked her lips. "You 
wouldn't believe how quickly 
a fight can be settled without 
the use of hands and arms!" 
Geraldine's eyes were glowing. 
"It sounds just tremendous" 


she enthused. "Any sort 
of fighting's good!" 

"They'd use their big 
shoulders quite viciously, 


I saw one girl knock another 
girl out with her shoulder!" 


Rachel said "At the start 
of a thighing fight there's 
usually a lot of hooking 
and hacking, when they 


try to weaken each others 
legs. That'll be mixed in 
with using hips and shoulders, 
or trying for a hard bum 
hit to your opponent's belly. 
Then, aimost always, they'll 
get hard locked, body to 
body, with their thighs battle 
crushing to settle it. They 
just stand with thighs rammed 
together, interlocked, each 
girl straining like mad to 
force the other to surrender 
from sheer pain. Or, quite 
often, from exhaustion. 
These fights are GREAT. 
Because let me tell you, 


these German girls do not 
like to surrender. Generally 
the girls are pretty evenly 
matched, but sometimes 
one fighter is much too 
good for the other, much 
more aggressive!" Rachel's 
eyes glittered. "Those are 
best. When that happens, 
instead of each girl having 
her thighs round one of 
her opponent's, the stronger 
girl will get both the other's 
thighs between her's and 
really give it to her!" She 
smiled like a cat with cream 
"I actually PREFER it whe 
that happens! To see one 
human being utterly at the 
mercy of another is 
tremendous!" 

"Oh 
Geraldine 
true!" 
both 
fresh 
flushed, 


yeah" breathed 
"Yeah that's so 
She and Gwen were 
leaning forward, their 
young faces highly 
and their breathing 


Enjoy girl's wrestling 
and boxing? Then you 
will not want to miss this 
fantastic publication on 
the ‘Grappling-gals’ 
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fast and excited. Gwen 
was totally caught up in 
the words of the tall, dark 
haired girl, and her eyes 
were sparkling. Wayne was 
seated next to her, quite 
close, but she was ignoring 
him. Geraldine however, 
her lips slightly parted, 
had closed one strong bare 
leg emphatically over one 
of Ross's legs. The young 
man was in thin running 
shorts. Geraldine's bare 
limb was crushing his back 
against the couch. The contest 
had been initiated just 
after Ross had told Geraldine 
he wasn't a weakling. The 
girl had teasingly dug the 
boy in the ribs, and he had 
retaliated. After only a 
moment or two of increasingly 
aggressive prodding, excited 
by what Rachel was telling 
them of the hısky, combative 
German girls, Geraldine, 
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with a flash of white lace 
petticoat, had hooked her 
big thigh across on top of 
Ross's. And so far the young 
man had been unable to 
get free! 

Indeed, Ross was no 
longer struggling! The girl 
had already quite mastered 
him proving to her 
considerable feminine 
satisfaction that her legs 
were stronger than his. 
In their duel, so speedily 
conducted and resolved, 
Geraldine's very short skirt 
had pulled well back up 
her thighs together with 
her lace half slip, and she 
now had her tight white 
cotton knickers unashamedly 
displayed, their crotch firm 
and round. The vivid account 
of women fighting primitively, 
like animals, had much 
affected Geraldine and 
Gwen. They listened intently, 
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pretty faces pink with 
excitement, and the two 
young men also listened, 


but the downcast eyes, eyeing 
the hot young girls from 
beneath lowered lids, almost 


X 


shyly. 

Not so Royal. He 
remained his bumptious, 
haughty masculine self. 
He was still impatiently 
waiting for the limelight 


plundered from him to be 
returned. "I may as well 
tell you I don't believe a 
word of all this" he announced. 
Gwen told him. 
"Go on Raich", "Naturally 
most of these fights finish 
down on the mat, and then 
every leg and scissors hold 
you can imagine comes 
into play. Sometimes two 
really determined girls can 
go on fighting for over two 


hours She shook her dark 
thick hair in pleasure, 
remembering "And when 


it does end one of them's 


got herself a broken rib. 
I saw legs broken twice. 
It's awesome how, even 


when her position is hopeless, 
and everyone can see she's 
beaten, a girl who's fighting 
another girl over there 
absolutely won't give up. 
They refuse to give in. So..." 
Rachel shrugged. "5МАР!!" 
"Oh how ridiculous" Royal 
laughed. "Oh yeah?" Geraldine 
retorted. "Not big boy, if 
it was your leg being broken 
it wouldn't bel" She looked 
at Rachel, still holding the 
leg of the embarrassed Ross 
tightly and firmly under 
hers. "Did you see any of 
the guys there get into any 
thighing fights?" She glanced 
at Ross, dug her stiff fingers 
hard into his ribs. "I wouldn't 


mind  thighing you baby" 
she murmured. Her 16C 
squeezed Ross's all the harder. 

"Well no that is not 
between themselves. They 
tend to claim it's too 
effeminate a way to fight 
- heaven knows why. Perhaps 
they object to it because 


the girls invented it, but 
more likely it's because 
the girls are so good at 


it. It's really hugely popular 
with the girls!" Rachel 
stretched out her long legs, 
in her seated position, crossing 


one over the other. Her 
legs were strong and lovely, 
her black service nylons 


accentuating their appearance 
of muscular feminine power. 
Her stockings hissed softly 
as she rubbed them together, 
and her brief skirt slipped 
high up her young thighs, 
so that the tops of Rachel's 
stockings were showing, 
and the bright glint of the 
steel clips of her suspenders. 
Her thick elastic suspenders 
were strainingly taut. Like 
any healthy girl, Rachel 
was very well aware how 
sexy her  suspenders and 
her stocking tops made 
her big thighs look to the 
eyes of any poor mere male. 
She did not bother to pull 
down her skirt. She laughed 


gaily, tossing her hair. She 
was going to have Royal, 
she had decided. But her 


way. Not his! 

"You said not between 
themselves Rachel". 
Geraldine was looking eager, 
lustful as if hoping for 
a confirmation of something 
or other. "Do the girls 
sometimes thigh with boys?" 
Royal gave a derisive hoot. 
Rachel ignored him. "Every 
so often a boy and girl would 
fall out over the use of 
some piece of gym equipment. 
Sometimes too, because 
they each claimed their 


own sex the stronger. Then 
there were times when a 
guy wanted a girl to do 
out with him and she told 
him no - not unless he could 
beat her at fighting. See, 


X 


the German girls recognise 
just how thrilling and erotic 
a mixed fight can get. "Oh 
shit yes and then the girl 
might want to have the 
boy" Rachel said. "And if 
he rejects her - maybe he 
already has а girlfriend 
- it's considered the girl's 
right to get on the mat 
or in what most of these 
tough German girls ძი. 
Exercise that right. The form 
the combat takes is 
challenger's choice. Almost 
always, in mixed fights, 
the girl chooses thighing. 
Strange as it may seem..." 
She glanced at Royal 
mockingly. "The young 
man involved usually yields 
the argument - or goes out 
with her - rather than fight!" 
Royal's dismissive 
laughter filled the room. 
"Go on go on" he guffawed. 
"This is funny. This is real 


funny!" "I saw several girl 
versus boy fights while I 
was in Germany" Rachel 
said emphatically, over- 
riding Royal's merriment. 
Ross and Wayne weren't 
laughing, 

she noticed. Ross, for one, 


hardly could afford to. Not 
the way Geraldine had got 
him. She was tousling his 
hair now, her eyes looking 
into his insolently, and Ross 
was looking more and more 
as if he didn't mind having 
her thigh over his. "Who 
won most of them Rachel?" 
Gwen asked. "Girls", "Oh 
of course" Royal jeered. 


"That figures. Gwen Im 
surprised you needed to 
ask. Of course those strong 
Hun girlies did!" His voice 
changed. "If they did, the 
German guys must be real 
sissies!" Rachel gave him 
a  disdainful glance. "No 
not really". Her gaze became 
assessing. "Га be willing 
to bet most of them have 
bigger cocks than you have!" 
That stopped Royal in his 
tracks. Rachel gave him 
a pitying smile and turned 
away from him. 


"The | most exciting 
gender fight I saw, easily 
the most exciting, was 
between a Dutch college 


boy of 21 and a German 
schoolgirl of 16. From what 
I gather she'd been very 
insulting about Holland, 
saying Germany had crushed 
them in two world wars, 
and would do so again, and 
that next time no one would 


come to Holland's help, 
and they'd stay under 
Germany's heel!" Rachel 
gave a small shrug. "The 


girl was in a neo-Nazi group. 
A lot of the German teenagers 


are. The guy was new at 
the club. He expressed 
the wish that there was 
some way he could punish 


her for insulting his country. 
Said she was lucky she was 
a girl Instantly she invited 
him to thigh fight with her. 
The boy was in a cold rage, 
and very determined, but 
she didn't give him a chance. 
He was in just shorts, she 
had on her panties, suspenders, 
stockings, both of them 
bare chested. He was taller 
than her, but she was so 
well developed. God! Her 
thighs alone, And these 
big, big shoulders. Of course, 
every girl in the place was 
screaming her on!" "You 
included!" Geraldine 
whispered, "Me included". 

"It didn't last any more 


than five minutes. At the 
end of that time the girl 
was crushing the boy's thighs 
between hers so incredibly 
viciously that he was pleading 


with her, he was really 
frightened!" Even Royal 
was silent now listening. 
"She opened her thighs and 
he just collapsed. Curled 
up on the floor at her feet. 
His thighs were actually 


bleeding, from her suspender 
clasps. Everyone there was 
clapping her and whistling. 
She stood astride him then 
put her foot on his neck 
and said THIS was how 
Germany would get Holland 
again one day and she repeated 
all her insults, and added 
a few. One thing she said 
was that next time Germany 
would use her men to fight 
Russia, and just send her 
women to take countries 
like Holland and England. 
Because, obviously German 
girls could fight better than 


Dutch guys. She put her 
foot over his mouth and 
made him lick it. The boy 


was truly terrified of her. 
Still with her wrists tied 
behind her, the girl got 
down astride his face, covering 
it with her strong bum, 


and heavens you should 
have heard the cheering". 
Rachel looked round at 
them all. "She stayed on 


him for about ten minutes. 
Afterwards he couldn't get 
up by himself. He had to 
be helped to the changing 
rooms. We never saw him 
at the gym again. That 
was the most exciting fight 
I think I've ever seen. IL 
was so beautifully one sided." 

"I wish she'd broken 
his leg". Geraldine murmured 
ecstatically. Royal gulped 
a little. A girl of 16? Against 
a bloke of 21? That's absolute 


bullshit. That could not 
happen. Did you ever try 
writing women's fiction? 


That's probably what tight 
assed little militant girls 
like you like to read. And 


invent!! A girl of 16 would 
never beat a man of 21. 
I dont care how well 
developed she was"! But 
they all took no notice of 
him. Even his erstwhile 
lieutenants Ross and Wayne! 
Gwen asked Rachel if she 


had engaged in any thigh 
fighting. The girl lowered 
her eyes  modestly. "Uh 


yeah they did tell me I got 
pretty good at it" she 
admitted. "I had a lot of 
friendly  tussles with the 
German girls. They're darlings, 
mad keen on physique 
development and body building 
routines, boy you should 
see some of them rippling 
and flexing. Tremendous 
backs and  deltoids, you 
know and such beaut bosoms. 
not large, but in perfect 
proportion. And oh Christ 
their thighs!" 

"Did you have any 
fights with guys?" Geraldine 
asked. "Not there no". "Have 
you ever?" "Oh no, not 
since I was in school back 
around ten or eleven or 
something, never at thighing 


of course." "Would you 
like to?" Rachel looked 
at her friend with ап 
unfathomable expression, 
a blend of excitement, 
arrogance, cruelty. "ТА 
love to!" she whispered. 
"Would you?" "Oh yes" 


Geraldine assured her. 

Royal saw his chance. 
This tall, cocksure girl had 
held centre stage long enough. 
"Huh you'd both get bloody 
hurt if you did" he observed. 


"Whoever heard of a girl 
outfighting a guy?" "We 
just did" Geraldine told 
him  pointedly. "You heard 


a fairytale" said Royal bluntly. 
Ross looked at his leader 
hopefully. He thought the 
circulation in his leg had 
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ceased, Geraldine had 
captured it so tightly with 
hers. "You reckon she made 


it up Royal? ALL THAT!" 
Royal smirked in a superior 
fashion. "Well of course 
she did. She was in Germany 
and she saw a couple of 
girls have a fight. She's 
added her own embellishments. 
You know, Rosso, some 
of these little girls these 
days have imaginations 
that are too big for their 
panties!" The girl's eyes 
flashed. She rose to face 
Royal where he stood lolling 
against thc wall. "And some 
of the little BOYS these 
days need a little girl to 
pull off their panties, and 
give them a damned good 


spanking!" Royal  recoiled 
in pretended fear. "Oh 
please. What's this?" "You 


heard me what I told you 
I saw happen. I do hope 
you're not calling me a liar? 
You'd find that would be 
a very sily thing to do!" 
"A liar? No, of course not 
grinned the boy. "Just let's 
say you have considerable 
powers of invention!" 

At this Rachel quite 
lost her temper. Colour 
mounted in her cheeks and 
her tone was icy. "Well 
maybe I could offer you 
more than just a fairy story? 
Perhaps what you need is 
some direct experience 
of thigh fighting." Royal 
regarded her loftily. "Oh? 
Ido? And with whom?" 

"With me! That's whom!" 
The room had hushed, but 
for the quick and eager 
breathing of Geraldine and 
Gwen. Royal had not expected 


Rachel would be so ready 
to offer to take him on. 
For he was tall, and well 


built. He could not help 
hesitating and Rachel, sensing 
а psychological advantage, 
was quick to press it home. 
"Oh come on Royal. A few 


minutes ago you were saying 
a girl of 16 couldn't beat 


a guy of 21 under ANY 
circumstances. How old 
are you?" "Twenty three". 


"Well Im only 19 - surely 
youre not frightened of 
me?" Geraldine and Gwen 
laughed and even the other 
two boys chuckled uneasily. 
Royal reddened with anger. 
"ГИ be happy to put you 


on your cocky little arse 
girlie" he threatened. "As 
many times as you like, 


Ill soon show up your little 
pretensions. Fighting? I 
doubt you've ever had any 
direct experience!" "No 
not against a big sissy like 
you!" Rachel rejoined. 

Royal struggled to 
hold his temper in check. 
"In fairness I should remind 
you of something" he ground 
out. "I'm a man not a little 


boy. I play rugger. I box 
and I row! You'e only a 
girl. Don't let your petty 


little conceits get you into 
real trouble!" He regarded 
Rachel as arrogant and 
boastful, she considered 
he was. Both of them were 
right. The girl was grinning 
back at him defiantly. "Yes, 
sweetie, I know you play 
rugger and so on. I think 
we've all heard about as 
much as we can stand today 
about your boxing and your 
rowing and all your other 


fucking achievements. 
Let me remind you that 
Irow too. I also do gymanstics, 
lift weights, and play for 
Navy teams at basketball 
and hockey. 1 doubt you'd 


live on the same court as 
me at squash, and if you 
tried to stay with me riding 
you'd probably fall off your 
horse as  pathetically as 
Charlie does. What a laugh 
Di must get out of him. 
I wonder which of them 
is on top in bed.!" This greatly 
amused Geraldine and Gwen 


who like many women, 
wondered the same thing. 
"As to you telling 


us so terribly proudly that 
youre a man. - so what. 
Im very much a girl, and 
I do know how to fight. 
Whether: you're a real man, 
my dear, is something we 
can settle now - one way 
or the other. Candidly I 
have my doubts. I've met 
guys like you before guys 


who do lots of talking to 
try and hide their 
inadequacies!" The face 


of the young man was pink 
with wrath. "Now don't 
go too far!" he warned, 
wagging a finger in Rachel's 
contemptuous face. Geraldine 
interrupted the heated 
exchange. "Oh for Christ's 
sake come on. Are you two 
волта to fight or not!" Rachel 
answered her "We're fighting!" 
she said in a clipped, terse 


voice. And Royal confirmed 
that with an angry nod 
"Oh! How marvellous" 
enthused Gwen. "Thighing!" 
Rachel looked at Royal. 
"I challenged so it's my 


choice. Thighing" she stated. 
She began to slip off her 
earrings. "That of course 
is unless he's scared!" Royal 
beheld her with lofty 
amusement. "Of а little 
girl?  Hardly.  Thighing аз 
you call it or sewing or 
knitting. It's all harmless 
female pat-acake! Anything 
you like, toots. Just give 
a nice loud squeal when 
I start hurting you. I wouldn't 
want to do that!" 

"Oh I'm afraid I can't 
tell you that's mutual" replied 
Rachel coolly. "Frarkly 
I do want to hurt you and 
1 propose to!" "Yeah? Really". 
Rachel kicked off her shoes, 
flexed her long legs. "Yeah 
I think it will do you good"! 


"Come on!" Gwen 
said to Wayne eagerly. 
"Let's clear a space!" 


Automatically Ross moved 
to help them, but found 
his leg still squashed beneath 
Geraldine's husky limb. 
"Oh" said that young lady 
lightly, leaning back on 
the couch so that her full 
sturdy thighs and her tight 


briefs were displayed even 
more brazenly. "Do you 
want to get up, Ross dear? 
Well I expect you'll just 


have to try a little bit harder!" 
The other four young people 
all watched with interest 
as Ross, his face scarlet 
with embarrassment, strained 
mightily, doing his very 
best to free his leg from 
beneath the young 

girls. For a moment it 
seemed he might escape, 
but he square shouldered, 
the Pretty young woman 
gave a lusty and emphatic 


grunt, and exerted all her 
strength, The young man, 
who was somewhat 


taller than Geraldine, looked 


down in consternation at 
the big muscles rippling 
in the ‘girl's smooth thighs, 
at the pronounced pubic 
bulge she boasted. Sweat 
dropped from  Ross's face 
onto Geraldine's legs and 
he gave a sigh of defeat 
and stopped trying. "Well" 
laughed Gwen at Royal. 
"Stil think boys are stronger 
than girls!" Ross couldn't 
meet the eyes of his two 
friends. He'd been well and 
truly beaten by a girl two 
years his junior. 


Royal looked at Ross 
with great contempt. 
Geraldine, grinning with 


delight at her victory, planted 
a cheeky kiss firmly on 
the mouth of her still 
imprisoned victim. "You 
are a weakling" she taunted. 
"Thought you said you weren't. 
OK go and help move the 
furniture!" She released 
him. Royal moved to grasp 


but Rachel stopped him. 
"I don't think you'd better 
do that darling. You're 
going to NEED ай your 
strength!" Looking irritated, 
Royal practically threw 
the couch back against the 
wall. Rachel laughed at 
him. "Shoes off" she 
instructed. "Thighing has 
to be done barefoot darling!" 
"Don't call me darling" 
growled the young man, 
stooping to slip off his casuals. 
"Shut up darling" retorted 
Rachel. "Don't give me 
orders. I don't take orders 
from anyone!" Straightening 
Royal glared at her "Neither 
do I. You'd better not forget 
it!" Rachel returned his 
glare with an insolent smile. 
"Not unless someone MAKES 
you take them. Is that it!" 


She pushed her hands into 
her hair, shaking out its 
black gleaming masses like 


a proud young lioness, holding 
her head high, the 
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illuminating her freckles 
and her strong nose. 

Rachel had already 
removed her earrings and 


her shoes. The other young 
people were now fascinated 
and thrilled to see her jerk 
off her black naval tie and 
begin to unbutton her crisp 
white uniform shirt. "Oh 
TERRIFIC!" Geraldine exulted. 
"Are you undressing for 
this Raich!" "Sure I am!" 
answered the dark girl. 
"This is to be a trial of 
strength between darling 
Royal and me, and I've no 
intention of losing it by 
being encumbered with 
clothes. I'm rather proud 
of my thighs. I propose to 
allow them full play!" Tossing 
aside her shirt, she unfastened 
and unzipped her skirt, 
stepping out of it with easy 
feminine grace. Taking 
back her lace half slip Rachel 
tucked it into her knickers. 
Both Ross and Wayne gasped. 
Rachel's thighs, under her 
dark stocking tops, looked 
big and scarily strong. Some 
girls had such  dreadfully 
strong legs. Rachel gave 
a small grim smile, eyeing 
Royal. "Except we won't 
be playing" she said. "Will 
we darling!" 

"In Scandinavian 
countries the girls usually 
thigh fight wearing brief 
soccer or running or basketball 
shorts, or swimming briefs, 
with gym singlets. But the 
German girls invariably 
liked to thigh just in the 
underclothes they'd been 
wearing all day. 1 agree 
with them. I think my panties 
and bra will be strong enough 
to withstand any strain 
from fighting. Actually, 
I don't really care if they're 
not. Royal has such a nice 
body really. I think it would 
be just lovely to be wrestling 
with him naked! Now the 
girl had undressed, the boy 


she was about to fight could 
hardly take his eyes from 
her impressive feminine 
physique. Rachel  relished 
the fact that Royal was 
almost gaping at her, his 
appreciative eyes imbuing 
her with a tremendous 
sensation of confident pride. 
She knew she had a good 
body, a strong body, knew 
her body showed abundantly 
the lusty health and virility 
young modern women like 
to have. As Royal and the 
other two boys stared, she 
casually and unselfconsciously 
flexed her muscles at them. 
Deliberately posing in front 
of Royal. Making sure the 
boy took in her superb muscle 


tone, her wide, powerful 
hips, her hard thighs and 
her lovely long black 


stockinged legs. 


* 


Tugging her brief cotton 


underpants up hard to her 
crotch, and loosening her 
bra just slightly, ready to 


fight, Rachel held Royal's 
eyes with her own. She didn't 
speak. She didn't need to. 
She had the boy mesmerised, 
like a snake has a rabbit. 
Geraldine laughed tensely 
"Aren't you going to strip 
too Royal?" And Gwen with 
a thick giggle said "Maybe 
he's shy?" 

When the young man 
did start to strip, rather 
hesitantly, Rachel noticed 
right, away the faint evidence 
of a stain or two on Royal's 
boxer short style underpants. 
There aren't many teenage 
girls around these days who 
don't know what those mean. 
The sight of this proof of 
the tall young life 
susceptibility to all 
desires and 


saver's 
those 
weakensses 


boys possess when they 
think about girls, boosted 
Rachel's confidence 
enormously. Gwen and 
Geraldine had also seen 
the tell tale signs on the 


boy's underpants. They giggled 
delightedly "Oh Royal we 
never guessed you 
masturbated!" And Geraldine 
taunted "Can't you get 
girlfriends? Oh you poor 
thing!" 

The young 
blushing a fiery 
he ignored the 
glared at Rachel. 
ready". Rachel 
him as though 
interested in him, 
you?" Casually 
Royals broad chest, his 
bare sturdy legs and his 
naked shoulders. He'd stripped 
to vest and  underpants. 
Rachel thought his shoulders 
weren't as broad as her's. 
AND she had the bigger 
thighs. Her self confidence 
increased. She moved up 
to him, facing him, and placed 
a hand on each of his 
shoulders. She looked intently 
into his eyes. "Are you ready 


man was 
red, but 
gibes and 
"OK I'm 
regarded 
hardly 
"Oh are 
she eyed 


darling? I want you to be 
quite sure, because you'd 
better understand this isn't 
a game. I intend to take 
you!" Royal gave a short 
laugh, allowing the girl's 
hands tolerantly to remain 


on his shoulders. "Stop trying 


to kid yourself" he said. 
"You've been asking for 
a good beating, and now 


Im going to give it to you! 
Im going to spank those 
little panties of yours. 
You're a big girl - but not 
big enough. Not to try and 
fight a man!" 


But Rachel shook her 
dark head, her eyes confident 
and serious. "I've thighed 
before darling. Quite a lot" 
she said. "You haven't!" 
She was standing so close 
the cups of her bra were 


brushing against Royal's 
chest, and even through 
the nylon of her bra and 
the cotton of his vest he 


could feel the hardness 
of her nipples. "I'm going 
to finish you!" Rachel 
promised. "Baby Гт not 


going to give you a chance 
"Yes Raich" Geraldine urged 
her friend on. "Beat the 
weak male bastard!" And 
Gwen added her 
encouragement. "Make him 
cry Raich!" she told her 
strong cousin. "I want to 
see you make him faint!" 
"You can lick her!" Wayne 
spoke up. "You can lick 
a girl, Royal easy!" Gwen 
regarded him coolly "Yes" 
she commented "he might 
jut end up doing that!" 
Geraldine was sitting with 
Ross again, on the couch. 
She looked expectantly 
at the young man, but Ross 
for some reason did not 
join Wayne in offering 
encouragement to Royal. 
He kept meekly quiet, and 
lowered his eyes beneath 
the challenging stare of 
the girl. Geraldine laughed, 
and took his hands in her's. 
Having his leg crushed beneath 
the more muscular one of 


the young woman seemed 
to have done something 
to Ross. Geraldine pulled 
his hand into her lap, and 
her other arm she slung 
possessively across the boy's 
shoulders. She kissed his 
cheek. 

Why Geraldine was 
wondering to herself, had 
she wasted so much time 


earlier trying to get Ross 
to look down the front of 
her shirt? Boys were so 
unassertive, so shy. Didn't 
they know how to take the 
initiative? A girl just had 
to be direct - take the lead. 
She had Ross now. Now 
she'd found out what his 
buttons were to press, little 
Rossie was gong to be EASY. 


Geraldine knew with total 
female confidence that 
she was going to fuck the 
pants off him. She rather 
expected she would be 
too much for him.  He'd 
probably faint. That would 
be brilliant. She  stroked 
Ross's neck. Her fingers 
touched his throat, then 


slipped down inside his shirt, 


and he trembled. Geraldine 
wished she'd met him long 
before. She was going to 


have loads of fun with him! 
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THE LOVELY ELSIE HAS JUST WOW HER FIRST BEAUTY CONTEST 

IN THE US. SWE IS ABSOLUTELY RADIANT AS SWE BASKS IN HER 

GLONY! PRESENTLY, A MAN STERS UP To MER FROM THE CROWD, 
“| HAVE AN INTERESTING PROPOSITION FOR VOUS МЕ SAID. "Y AM A 

2 BASE 

Miss Germany NIE ом curar y see, 
BE А SUCCESS AS A 

( GLAMOROUS GRAPPLER!" 
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THEY DISCUSSED IT AND THE MAN AGREED TO ACT 
AS ELSIE'S MANAGER. HER VERY FIRST MATCH END; 
ED IN VICTORY FOR THE STONNINIC GERMAN GIRL. 
ELS/E МАР VERY LITTLE TROUBLE SOBDOEING | 
HER OPONENT IN A CRUSHING HEAD SISSORS IN 
THE SRD ROUND! SHE WAS ON HER WAY! 


— 

THE TWO BEAUTIFULLY BUILT GIRLS LEFT THEI | 
CORNERS АМО c/ecc co 
EACH OTHER CAUTIOUSLY, 
WAITING FOR AN OPENING 77 


ONE BOUT FOLLOWED ANOTHER IN АМ UN- 
WTERUPTED STRING OF WINS UNTIL... 
SUDDENLY, ELSIE FOUND HER SELF М 
THE BIG LEAGUE AND FACEING PENNY 
WICKLES, ONE OF THE BEST! PENNY HAD 
AW ARROGANT LOOK ABOUT MER ELSIE 
WAS UNACCUSTOMED TO! THIS ASA PRO! 


ELSIE GRES IMPATIENT МАЛО CLENCHED 
WITH HER HEMEL OPPONENT. ATH AS- 
TOALSA IMG SPEED, PEMMY REDI FROM 
215/25 GRIO AUD THE CERMAN GI 29%, 
SUDDENLY FOUND HERSELF Au HER BACKS 


уге CAT-LIKE GRACE, EL A ae SAANG ASIDE 
АЗ PEUN Y MADE А DWE FOR HER ANDUSING 
THE ROPE AS A SUNGSHOT, CAUGHT PEANY 
IN THE MIORIFE AS SHE UMS GETTING TOWER 
HER FEET! 


THE SLINKY GERMAN FOLLOWED ATH A DEK 
ED KNEE LIFT TO THE CHEST! PENNY. 


70 BE IN TROUBLE AS SWE STOMBLES our 
оғ ELSIE'S REACH! 


PENNY PUICKLY RECOVERS AND 25640097: A Mus - 
CULAR FOREGEN TO SSIES LANDA! MO 
2715 ELSIETS TURN TÔ STACGER DRUI KEWEY 
ABOUT IKE RING LOOKING FOR A PLACE TORE- 
COVER I АРУ CL UTC AM AT MER РЕМ МО 
THROAT, THE BEAUTIFUL GERMAN PROPPED TÔ 
MER AWEES AS SHE ата? DESPERATELY TO 
REGA/A AOR MAL BREATHIDG! 


52152225 AE- 
MT TOLET ELSE 
TAKE A BREAK NOW! 
SHE CLOSEDIN АМР 
THE KML! 


SULDPENLY, ELSIE EXPLODED 74/4 FURY OF 
4200 THAT STARTLED HER OPPONENT! 


CATCHING HER OFF GUARD. WITH A MASSIVE LUNGE OF HER RIGHT ARM 
ELSIE'S HAND CAUGHT HER OPPONENT SQUARELY ON THE JAW AND PENNY 
WAS SOON OUT FOR THE COUNT. 
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"SEXY TUSSLE WITH LYDIA" 


Keith pulled the big old 
Vauxhall Cresta round the 
corner and onto the overgrown 
dirt track. This wouldn't 
do his suspension any good, 
he thought. The  Cresta 
was his pride and joy, he 
and it had travelled all over 
the country together, visiting 


various places, camping 
out in the wild. Not for 
him the usual camp sites 


frequented by families with 
children or yobbos on a 
get together to party. He 
liked the peace and quiet, 
the countryside as it should 


now, and he wouldn't want 
it stolen. 

Having pitched the 
tent and had some food, 
he locked the car and set 
off to go for his customary 


look around. The sun was 
setting and the summer 
evening breeze was quite 


pleasant. It wouldn't be 
dark for over an hour yet, 
so he had plenty of time 
for walking. A sound made 
him stop in his tracks. It 
sounded like laughter, so 
he imagined that someone 
else was out walking. the 


he nevertheless wanted 
to see what was happening. 
Dropping down on 
to his knees, he parted the 
bushes in front of him — 
nothing! He heard the sound 
again. In a squatting position, 
he crept forward, parting 
the bushes and shrubbery 
as he went. He was surprised 
and annoyed at what he 
saw. There were three tents 
pitched nearby, in a clearing. 
Why couldn't groups of people 
go to a proper camp site, 
why did they have to camp 
out like he did? Did they 


SURRENDER IN THE 


PART ONE 


be. 
Every Friday he would 
go straight from work to 


wherever he was going. 
He had his stuff packed 
in the morning and it was 


left in the car ready. He 
spent as little time as possible 
at home. For he lived alone 
in a bedsit, and hated that 
existence, At weekends 
and holiday times, he was 
free to roam and that was 
how he liked it. 

It was friday evening 
now and he was nearly there 
- the road, for what it was, 
had come to an end, and 
he stopped the саг. This 
would do nicely he thought. 


‘It was quite obvious that 
no one ever travelled the 
track any more. Unloading 


the car, he set about pitching 
his tent on a patch of shortish 
gras nearby. He always 
pitched the tent near the 
car, so that he could see 
it. It was quite valuable 


wr GRASS 
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nearest village was 
a couple of miles away. 
He crept quietly through 
the  undergrowth, he was 
somethingof an expert now. 
His love of the country 
and its wildlife meant that 
he always took a lot of care 


only 


in where he walked and 
how. 

He heard it again then, 
much  nearer than before! 


It was definitely the sound 
of laughter, a girl's laughter. 
Not wanting to bump into 
anyone and let them know 
he was there, he carefully 
kept his eyes ahead, at the 
same time listening for 
any other sound. He heard 
it again. It was right in 
front of him. He debated 
what to do. Should he turn 
back, or see who it was? 
It may be a courting couple 
who didn't want to be 
disturbed. The latter thought 
made him very curious. 
Not normally a voyeur, 


u N 
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have” no respect for the 
countryside? The answer 
was obviously no, for there 
was evidence of their stay. 
Several pieces of litter 
lay around, and there were 
the remains of a camp fire. 
Angry he considered 
approaching them and rebuking 
them, but thought better 
of it. After all, he had no 
idea who they were, he 
could end up getting hurt. 

He heard the laughter 
again. It was coming from 
behind a tree. Edging round 
the clearing in the cover 
of the bushes, he worked 
himself into a position where 
he could see the owner of 
the laugh. It was a girl, 
all right, but she was quite 
alone. She sat with her back 
against the tree, her long 
tanned legs straight out 
in front of her. She wore 
brief denim shorts and a 
tee shirt, had blonde hair 
and was reading a book. 


It was this that was the 
object of her amusement. 
Keith watched in fascination. 
She really was a beauty, 
but he was willing to bet 
that her boyfriend, if that's 
who she was with, was a 
right beast! He had no 
girlfriend himself, they 
didn't seem interested in 
him. A very small man, 
in his early 20's they regarded 
him as a wimp, and he knew 
it. 

There was no 

anyone else around, so he 
decided to take a closer 
look. After all, he was used 
to creeping around so that 
he couldn't be heard. Making 
his way round the clearing, 
he put the tents between 
himself and the girl. Then 
dropping down on his stomach, 
he crawled towards the 
first tent. There was no 
sound from anywhere, even 
the occasional laugh or 
giggle from the girl with 
the book had abated. Slithering 
forward, he pulled up the 
bottom of the first ten to 
take a peek inside. 
He couldn't see much, he 
couldn't pull it up very far, 
but he could make out two 
camp beds. This meant 
that, assuming that each 
tent had at least one occupant 
(which this certainly did) 
there were at least four 
people, and possibly six, 
camping there. It seemed 
likely to him that there would 
be three girls and three 
boys, it did seem logical, 
he thought. 

He let go of the tent 
and started to slide back. 
Suddenly there was a weight 
on his back and someone 
grabbed his hair. His head 
was jerked back, then viciously 
shoved back to the ground. 
Again it was pulled back 
and again his face smashed 
against the ground, harder 
this time. His nose had taken 
a bang and hurt like hell, 


sign of 


and his lips too had been 
hurt. His forehead ached 
and he tried to get up. But 
again the aggressor smashed 
his head to the ground. He 
tried to extricate the hands 
from his hair, but his head 
was released and his fingers 
bent back instead. He 
screamed out in pain, thinking 
they would break. 


"That's no way for 
a man to behave" said the 
voice. It was a girl, his 
attacker was a girl! He 


couldn't believe it. She forced 
him over onto his back then 
and changing hands, 
intertwined her fingers 
with his. Bending his fingers 
back again, she forced his 
arms to the ground. Keith 
was horrified. The girl that 
was sitting astride him was 


the same one that he had 
seen reading the book. 
She really was a stunner, 


but that was the last thing 
on his mind at that particular 
time. 

Keith didn't like fighting, 
he had never won a fight 
in his life, not even against 
smaller opponents, and this 
girl was bigger than him 
anyway. And now she was 
moving forward, pinning 
his arms with her knees. 
She spread her knees wider 
to get a better balance, 
then the  battering began 
again. This time she punched 
him in the face, not once 
but. several times. He felt 
one eye begin to swell and 
was sure that his nose was 
broken. Then, mercifully, 
she stopped. But now she 
turned her attention on 
something else. She took 
hold of his genitals and 
began to squeeze "Aaagghh" 
he screamed. 

"Did you say something?" 
she asked sweetly. 


"Please don't do that, 
that hurts" he begged, but 
she just looked down at 


him, pathetic creature that 


. 
he was. 


"Lorna, what the hell 
are you doing?" came another 
voice. Lorna looked from 
her victim towards the 
newcomers. The one that 
spoke was taller than the 
others, but all were dressed 
similarly, in denim shorts 
and tee-shirts just as Lorna. 
was. 


"Oh hello, let me 
introduce you to - what 
15 your name?" The last 
part of the sentence was 
directed at Keith. 

"Keith", 


"Hello Keith, I'm Lorna. 


That is Pauline, the others 
are Kim - she's the ginger 
one, Lin - that's the half 
Chinese one, Dawn and 
Michelle - they're the quiet 
ones. Girls, this is Keith, 


he's a prowler!" 


"А prowler, is he? 
What were you going to 
do with him?" 

"I thought I'd teach 


him a lesson as you lot weren't 
here, then I was going to 
turn him over to you". 

"Good thinking", said 
Pauline, who was obviously 
the dominant member of 
the group. She dropped onto 
the grass next to Lorna 
and Keith to watch the 
proceedings, and the others 
followed suit, forming а 
circle round them. Keith 
was terrified. Not only did 
they think he was a prowler, 
but now he had six of them 
to contend with. What chance 
did he have now? He knew 
that he wouldn't have been 
able to fight his way out 
with Lorna alone, but with 
five others also! And what 
if they should call the police 
to report him as a prowler? 
They certainly had a good 
case, he had been seen peeking 
into one of their tents, and 
he was in their camp site. 

But now his mind 
had somethig else to contend 
with, for Lorna had shifted 


her position again. She was 


now sitting forward on his 
chest, her crotch pressed 
against his chin. Her knees 
were still planted wide, 
pinning his arms, but now 


one hand grasped his throat, 
and the other held him by 
the hair. Then she started 
to bang his head on ground 
again. This time it hurt 


more and he felt as if he 


would black out. 
weak, and she knew how 
he felt. She released his 
hair and throat and brought 
her knees together, trapping 
his head and face between 
her thighs. He tried to bring 
his hands up to prise her 
thighs apart. "Lie still" 
she ordered him. 

She looked up at Pauline. 
"What do you think, has 
he learned his lesson yet?" 

"I don't know, jump 
up a minute" came the reply. 

As Lorna climbed 
from him, Keith started 
to rise. "No there's still 
a lot for him to learn" Pauline 
said as she now dropped 
down astride the startled 
man. Straddling his chest, 
she forced his arms above 


his head. Now Kim joined 
im Cha Анла him 


He became 


Anta 


behind Pauline, and he could 
feel her added weight. 
Although she was shorter 
than Pauline, she was heavier 
built and when she started 
to jump up and down on 
his genitals, it hurt. 


"I think we'd better 
find out a few things about 
our prowler", Pauline said 


then looking down at Keith 
"Do you live round here?" 
"No I'm just here for 


the weekend, I'm camping 
just a few hundred yards 
away". 

"Are you there on 
your own?" 

"Yes", 

"How did you get 
here?" 

"By car". 


"Why were you prowling 
round our camp?" 

"Т wasn't. I 
walkino and heard 


was out 
someone 


But now she turned he: 
tion on somethin; 


laughing. I 
I'd see who it was". 
"Well, who was it?" 
"Your friend - Lorna". 


just thought 


Pauline looked over 
at Lorna. "He says you were 
laughing, what at?" 

"The book I was reading 


- it's called Puckoon. It's 
really funny". 

"The mind boggles" 
said Pauline. "Anyway we 
can't have you prowling 
around like that, can we? 
What was he doing when 
you found him Lorna?" 

"He was looking into 
your tent!" 

"Was he now?" She 


looked down at Keith. "Here 
comes the second part of 
the lesson!" 

With that, she shifted 
forward to clamp her thighs 
tightly about his face. Then, 
without warnine. she moved 


forward again and her crotch 
was planted roughly over 
his mouth. She pushed down 
with all her weight. He 
felt his nose being pushed 
upwards, as if he hadn't 
taken enough punishment 
already. She gyrated forward 
and back, her thighs working 
in and out. Keith had never 
felt so trapped in all his 
life. He didn't know that 
women could be like this, 
this vicious and  sadistic. 
Kim had also moved forward, 
and was  perched partly 
astride his stomach and 
partly his chest. The other 
girls watched with muted 
interest. Kim now reached 
behind her and grabbed 
hold of his genitals, spitefully. 
If Keith could have screamed, 


he would have done, but 
any sound was muffled by 
Pauline's lower body and 
thighs, which covered his 


edition, 


fighting girl literature. 
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face and mouth. Cruelly, 
Kim kept up her attack, 
pulling, squeezing, jerking. 


Suddenly she said "The dirty 
bastard, look what he's done. 
His trousers are all wet!" 

Pauline stopped what 
she was doing and climbed 
from him to investigate 
Kim alone was astride him 
now, and he felt more 
comfortable, if only a little. 
Apart from down there, 
that was. 

"What did you do to 
him?" Pauline asked, a smile 
on her face. 

"I was only playing 
with his thing" Kim replied 
sweetly. 

She looked down at 
Keith, who just lay there. 
"You dirty little man, look 
what you've done now". 
She slapped his face a couple 
of times, then climbed from 
him. 


All the girls stood 
round him now as he lay 
there. He knew better than 
to try to rise, he had learned 
that lesson already. "Get 
up and get out of here, you 
dirty little bastard". Then 
to Lorna "You'd better take 
a couple of them with you 
to make sure he goes back 
to his camp instead of hanging 
round here". у 

The last thing ‘that 
Keith wanted at that moment 
was to stay there. He didn't 
particularly want them 
walking back with him either, 


for that matter. He felt 
uncomfortable round his 
genitals, it was very damp 
in that region after what 


Kim had done to him. But 
now Lorna, Kim and Michelle 
were escorting him back 
to his tent, and he could 


do absolutely nothing about 
it. Thinking 


about it, he 


decided that he would leave 
in the morning. Right now, 
he needed to clean up and 
get some sleep. 

Back at the girls' camp, 
the other three were 
discussing what had happened. 
Lin and Dawn were 
disappointed that they hadn't 


been able to join in the 
fun. "Don't worry" Pauline 
told them "he'll be back 


again. Then we can all have 
some more fun and games". 


*ÜÜ 6 CREER 
Keith was suffering when 
he finally pulled himself 
into his sleeping bag, he 


had had a rather intimidating 
experience. His face was 
sore, his head ached and 
his genitals throbbed. The 
only pleasant part of the 
experience, he thought to 
himself, woud have been 
what Kim had done to him, 
except that she was far 
too brutal in how she had 
done it. He shuddered. He 
tried to sleep, but couldn't. 
He made up his mind then 


that he would leave there 
in the morning and find 
somewhere else to camp, 


to get away from that bunch 
of animals that called 
themselves women. After 
much tossing and turning, 
he' eventually  drifted off 
into a disturbed sleep. 

He awoke suddenly. 
Was that a sound he had 
heard? Maybe it was an 
animal. But he knew from 
experience that none of 
the usual nocturnal animals 
were as noisy as that. They 


hunted at night, and were 
very lightfooted. He heard 
it again. What if it was 


a prowler? But out here? 
Then a nasty thought came 
to him, What if it was one 
of the girls? Hastily, he 
unzipped his sleeping bag 
and went to the tent door. 


The force of the blow 
him reeling backwards. 
The girl followed him into 
the tent, and leapt upon 
him. It was one of the 'quiet 
ones Dawn. Straddling him, 
she pinned his arms above 
his head. Keith was horrified, 
not just because of this, 
but also because he was 
naked! When he spent his 
weekends away, he tried 
to at home with nature, 
and nothing he felt, was 
more natural than sleeping 
naked. And now a girl had 
him pinned to the floor 
and he was naked in her 
presence. To make matters 
worse, two more girls now 
followed through into the 
tent, making it really crowded. 


sent 


All were dressed in the 
attire to which he had become 
accustomed, brief denim 
shorts and  tee-shirts. He 
was more horrified to see 
that Pauline was one of 
them, 

Suddenly it seemed 


as if things weren't so bad, 
for Pauline pulled Dawn 
from him. She threw the 
smaller girl to the ground, 
and straddied her. Keith 
watched in amazement. 
Pinning the girl's arms to 
the ground, Pauline moved 
onto her chest, her knees 
resting on the girl's biceps. 

"I told you not to be 
too hasty Dawn didn't I?" 

"I'm sorry Pauline, 
I just thought he was making 
a run for it, and I didn't 
want him getting away". 

Pauline sat up for 
a moment, looking down 
at the other girl, then climbed 
from her. She looked at 
Keith, who was now standing 
there, holding his clothes 
in front of him. The other 
girl, Michelle looked amused 
to see him trying to hide 
his modesty. 

"Take his 
outside" Pauline 


clothes 
informed 


her, giving her a knowing 
look. Michelle did as she 
was told and remained outside. 
Keith couldn't see her through 
the small opening in the 
tent. 

Pauline now turned 
her attention back to Keith. 
"There's not much of you, 
is there?" she taunted. "Still 
you'll have to do". Taking 
him by the hair, she forced 
him to his knees. 

Pauline turned to Dawn. 
"Tie his hands".  Roughly 
Dawn pulled Keith's arms 
behind his back as she dropped 
to her knees behind him. 
From somewhere she produced 
a piece of nylon rope and 
lashed his wrists together. 

Keith was then pushed 
onto his back by Pauline, 
who then straddled him 
and said "Let's see how 
good you аге", Leaning 
forward, she took his face 
in her hands and lowered 
her face to his. Her lips 
parted and she pressed her 
mouth onto his. "Mmmmm" 
Keith tried to speak without 


opening his mouth, and 
struggled to escape from 
the intended kiss. Pauline 


clamped his nose with one 
hand, "Either you give me 
a kiss, or you'll suffocate. 
It's up to you!" 

Keith realised that 
he had no choice, she meant 
what she said, he had already 
discovered how brutal she 
could be, more perhaps 
than any of the others. And 


she had almost suffocated 
him earlier, the last time 
they had met!  Resigning 


himself to what was to come, 
he parted his lips. "That's 


better, such a good boy" 
Her mouth was on his again, 
and she hungrily attacked 
him, her tongue probing. 
He wasn't sure how long 
she kept him there like 
that, but it seemed like 


hours before Michelle suddenly 


appeared in the doorway. 

She winked at Dawn, 
then said to Pauline "Hadn't 
we better go back now?" 

Pauline looked up 
then almost reluctantly 
climbed from Keith. "You'd 
better untie him before 
we go" she told Dawn, "or 
he'll stil be struggling in 
the morning!" 

It was over. Keith, 
relieved, climbed back into 
his sleeping bag. It was 
unlikely that they'd be back, 
he thought, and if he left 
early in the morning, he 
would never see them again. 
At least that episode hadn't 
been so bad as the one earlier, 
even though Pauline had 
forced herself upon him. 
He hadn't been hurt this 
time. 

Back at the girls' camp, 
a smug Pauline sat down 
in front of a camp fire with 
the others. "I think we all 
know what to do when our 
visitor calls in the morning, 
we'll give him a nice welcome, 
then a day to remember". 
She looked at Lin, Michelle 
and Dawn in turn "And 
you three can have your 
fun this time as well". She 
picked up the distributor 
cap and the set of plug leads 
from the bag next to her. 
"We'll give him these back 
once the weekend's over". 


TO BE CONTINUED..... 
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BLOCK LETTERS PLEASE 


(You may order on plain paper) 1 am over 18 


Dear Editor, 

This letter is in response to your offer 
in the editorial in issue 36, to print any 
account of a fight, actual or imaginary, 
between a male weakling and the fine body 
of a woman illustrated on the editorial page. 

I don't mind whether you print this 
or not, but I love the story, and thought 
that you and other magazine readers might 
like to read about the fight, such as it was. 
It involved my friend, Dave, 20 years of 
age, with whom I work. I think it was last 
summer, when he was waiting for a bus 
in a country lane. He had been there for 
only a minute or so, when he noticed a young 


woman, aged about the same as himself 
approaching. When she was almost next 
to him, he saw she was quite beautiful. 


She wore a red dress, black stockings and 
black high heels. She looked irresistable, 
and Dave foolishly decided on the spur of 
the moment to ask her for a date. On receiving 
this unexpected request she went black 
with rage, seized Dave's arm and forced 
him to the ground, between the grass verge 
and a high green hedge, which may have 
been the only obstacle for spectators. The 
woman, who, Dave thought, was deceptively 
powerful, pounded him repeatedly with her 


clenched fists, mostly on his chest or back, 
and also issued forth a spate of swearing, 
including at least three versionsof one well 
known four-letter word. Dave's response 
to this onslaught was limited to a couple 
of futile and extremely ineffectual punches. 
To say that the woman's assault had surprised 
him is one of last year's biggest 
understatements, especially since he had 
never raised an angry fist at a female in 
his short (so far) life, and was loathe to 
start now. The young woman was sitting 
on his chest having easily repulsed his few 
weak attempts at retaliation. "You weakling", 
she said "you're letting me dominate this 
fight and you aren't anything like a man, 
are you? I'm not the least bit impressed" 
Dave was at a loss as to what to do, quite 
honestly, as he told me the next day, but, 
fortunately for him, he didn't need to endure 
torture for much longer. The woman growing 
tired of her dominance of her easy prey, 
stood up and moved away, shouting back 
to her defeated opponent. "Anyway you 
couldn't come out with me, I'm married". 
Dave told me all about this the following 
day. 

Yours faithfully, 

J.PREECE - Beds 
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Yet Another ~ 


Change 
from Tennis 


Jillie Pelham and Lydia 
Margolis were neighbours 
in the village of Leighbury. 
Since schooldays, they had 
been implacable enemies. 
This applied until recently, 
and this changed situation 
will be explained later in 
this story. 


A most odd thing, but 
for many years, Jillie Pelham 
and Lydia Margolis did not 
resort to personal, physical 
violence. Early in the feud, 
there were times when Jillie 
and Lydia had tried to flirt 


with the same sports field 
heroes and there had been 
rivalry in classes. Later, 
there was bickering over 


the racket from neighbouring 
loudspeakers, collisions 
of daughters playing school 


games, and bitterness about 
two of these ladies' girls 
over alternative casting 
of a school play. 

Jillie's age was 38, 
and Lydia's 39. Jillie was 
married to Howard, an 


accountant, and Lydia to 
Tom, a solicitor. The names 
of Jillie's girls were Leesa 
and Kari, 17 and 16, and 
Tom Margolis' stepdaughter 
was Llana, who was 18. 
Neither fueding lady was 
a bird brain. Lydia had gained 
a first class history degree 
at Bristol University, while, 
similarly, Jillie had a top 
degree in English Literature 
at Exeter. Both women 
were happy, engaging people, 


well thought of in the 
community. Jille Pelham 
was on the Parish Council 
and a school governor. 

Interesting, and also 
unusual were the events 
that led up to the dramatic 
and vicious Pelham versus 
Margolis battle. Reg Bayliss, 
hon.sec of the local (Chilford) 
Amateur Boxing Assoc. 
organised regular contests 
in the hall at Chilford. Some 
women's bouts had been 
staged. These had not been 
taken very seriously by 
those at the ringside, or 
by the women boxers. But 
these fights had proved 
popular. The club members 
asked for more and did not 
wish to be without them. 
For the Pelham versus 
Margolis battle for the vacant 
women's championship, 
the club provided equal 
short training in basic boxing 
and equal payments (officially 
as expenses). The last event 
of the programme, over 
five three minute rounds, 
it was announced as The 
Main Event... 

The A.B.A. members 
were really astounded by 
Julie's and Lydia's stamina, 
resolution and ferocity! 
No male boxer produced 
anything as savage, or for 
so long. Bayliss told himself 
afterwards that he should 
have seen this coming. When 
being trained, the ladies 
had never appeared together, 


by Jeanne Vickers 


nor had they asked after 
each other. Lydia had never 
made a single comment 
about Jillie, or Jillie about 
Lydia. 

The women were 
provided with 1202 training 
gloves, and boxed in tee- 
shirts and running shorts 
and ring boots. The official 
programme called it a Special 
Event, and the Main Event 
of the programme. It was 
Jillie Pelham age 38. Weight 


136 lbs Height 515", 
Measurements 36-28-36. 
Comment:- "Mrs.Margolis 
has been niggling me for 


years. This is my opportunity. 
She'll wish she hadn't entered 
the same ring as me", Versus 
Lydia Margolis. Age 39. 
Weight 137lbs. Height 5'4%". 


Measurements 38-28-36. 
Comment:- "It's no secret 
that we have an intense 
dislike for each other. 
Mrs.Pelham is going to be 


badly hurt by me". Contest 
over five three minute rounds. 
For the vacant women's 
title. 

Jilie and Lydia were 
of medium height, and their 
weight was average, as 
they seemed  stocky and 
they were both well endowed. 
Jilie boxed in an orange 
singlet and black abbreviated 
shorts, and Lydia's gear 
was a blue singlet and brief, 
white running shorts. Their 
contest went the distance, 
and both fighters ended 


bloodstained and bruised, 


exhausted and in great pain. 
Mouths, eyes and breasts 
were injured... Finally, the 


contest had become entirely 
one-sided , and the referee 
carried Lydia from the ring. 
She was dazed and helpless. 
In a longer fight, she would 
have been badly hurt. The 
contest was stopped near 
the end of the fourth round. 
The spectators had 
been able to note that the 
women's prominent breasts 
were strictly left alone 
for the first two rounds 
but after that faces and 
bellies were still targetted, 
but agonising, vicious bosom 
blows became the rule. 
There was now a women's 
boxing champion of Chillford. 
Lydia had four stitches in 
an eye wound. Jillie became 
the Chillford A.B.A.'s women's 


title holder! 

"Lydia what about 
a rematch?" An excited 
woman friend asked. She 
shook her head. Lydia had 
no desire to fight again. 


Llana Margolis, on the other 
hand, wanted a chance to 
avenge her mother's defeat. 

"will you take me 
on next time, Mrs.Pelham?" 
Llana cried. 

"If the money's better, 
I certainly will!" Jillie 
answered. A tremendous 
fight was over. Hopefully 
the two women could live 
amicably as neighbours. 
Jillie at the age of 38, relished 
the chance of just one 
defence, 18-year-old Llana 
Margolis was determined 
to be her opponent. The 
town of Chilford and the 
village of  Leighbury and 
its surroundings eagerly 
awaited developments. In 
the meantime, Jillie Pelham 
was the BOXING QUEEN 
OF CHILFORD AND 
LEIGHBURY! 

Jillie and Lydia living 


happily as 
Well this 
neighbours 
developments 
challenge? 


neighbours.... 
took place. The 

awaiting 
from Llana's 
There were 
these L00... The  A.B.A. 
members were not going 
to let Reg Bayliss even 
think of trying to be awkward 
with Jillie over the fee 
- sorry, the expense payment! 
No next "Special Event", 
and there would have been 
a riot! "Payments for 
Expenses" for Jillie and 
Llana were to be 100% highter 
than the first Pleham v 
Margolis fight. 

The home of the Margolis 
family had belonged to a 
hobby farmer. It had rumpus 


rooms and sheds.  Llana 
sixth-former and teenager, 
set up her training camp. 
Developments? Well, there 
was the state of 
Leighbury/Chilford public 
opinion. For instance, at 
Llana's school, very few 


of the older boys and girls 
were unfriendly or thought 


her crazy! Why shouldn't 
the senior student want 
to have a five-round fist 
fight with Jillie Pelham, 


a school governor? Volunteers 
to serve as sparring partners 
were quickly on the scene. 
Llana chose mainly male 
sex fighters, and if they 
did not go all out, they were 
soon shown the door. 
Jillie's fellow 
citizen matrons 
that she need not 
from boxing. She 
loony wanting to fight a 
lithe, strong girl and have 
an age handicap of 20 years. 
It was quite rational. Jillie 
Pelham had gained an 
academic degree, was on 
the parish council. As well, 
she held an amateur boxing 


solid 
agreed 
retire 
was no 


title - why not? She had 
shown old fashioned 
enterprise. Not crazy! 


Mrs.Thatcher's social/political 


philosophy! Local ladies 
supported Jillie Pelham. 

During these vital weeks, 
Lydia Margolis was not fully 
on the scene. She had been 
the victim of a serious bout 
of flu. It had confined the 
mother of the novice boxer 
to her bed for several days. 
Usually Tom and  Llana 
Margolis recruited  sparring 
partners. The male teenage 
boxers, helping Llana to 
train, expected that her 
toughest, least easy, sparring 
partner would gain Llana 
as his girlfriend after the 
title contest. The girl was 
a blonde like her mother, 
with a winning personality, 
and an eye-catching body, 
lithe, strong and very fit. 

The A.B.A. gave Jillie 
and Llana an equal, short 
amount of tuition in ring 
skills. Stepfather Tom brought 


Lydia's former cornerman, 
Roy round to the training 
camp and he gave Llana 
longer sessions of expert 
training. Llana returned 
from shopping in London 


with a black all over leotard 
to wear while training and 
sparring. it was a neck to 
ankles affair of thin, synthetic 


material. Every curve and 
muscle of Llana was 
emphasised - which was 
the intention and it shone. 
Over the  leotard,  Llana 
wore minute white stretch 
briefs, and she had blue 


ring boots on her feet. 
And so, in the Margolis 
training camp, Llana'serotic 


looking assets were far 
from being hidden! Lydia's 
daughter was fairly tall, 


5'7%", and her hair was short, 
blonde and trendy, and boyish 
looking, her build was slim 
and atheltic, and she was 
100% fit. 

Tom, drinking with 
two of his men friends, 
was given hints that title 
holder  Jilie Pelham was 


influencing Llana Margolis 
into a sport that was not 
so secret S & M pornography! 
This fashion in  Chilford 
for female boxing was a 
scandal, а disgrace, The 
solicitor stepfather just 
said that he had been talking 
with Llana. She had quoted 
a news item in the U.S. 
"Newsweek" magazine about 
women in America taking 
up boxing lessons in thousands, 
finding them excellent for 
keeping fit and supple. 
"Gleasons famous gym in 
Brooklyn" Tom said "has 
724 people learning to box, 
124 of them are women,and 
of varying ages and shapes! 
There used to be ano women 
in the gym policy, but anti 
discrimination laws had 
put an end to that!" Tom 
and Llana had learned that 
in the States, the cost of 
fisticuff training was 
remarkably low! The talk 
ended with it being obvious 
that Tom would not try 
to talk Llana out of her 
challenge to Jillie. 

Jilie had not been 
idle - her second, when 
she had battled with Llana's 
mother, Dave, was now 
most happy to be helping 
her train. The  fighter's 
husband and employer, 
Howard, was also active 
in improving  Jillie's skill 
and her fitness. She soon 
weighed 2158 less. Howard 
came up with the shot -putting 
scheme. Jilie was showing 
great enthusiasm for really 
hard training. The attractive 
brunette boxer was resolved 
to achieve an even higher 
state of fitness than when 
she had beaten Lydia. Llana's 
20 year age advantage seemed 
unimportant now that there 


was all this shot putting. 
Howard Pelham's scheme 
was that his wife began 


to act as if she had zealously 
taken to the sport of shot 


putting. As well as track 
work, gym  exertions and 
swimming, Jillie would master 
shot-putting There was 
now intense training of 
the fighter's arms and 


shoulders. In the ring, Jillie 
could be expected to have 


stronger more hefty arms 
and a stronger punch than 
her senior student rival, 
Llana! 


Eventually the day 
arrived for the A.B.A. evening 
of fights at the Unity Hall, 
and for Jillie Pelham and 
Llana Margolis to contest 
the women's title. Both 
families were rallying round, 
and Jillie and Llana were 
being given the utmost 
support. Neither Howard 
or Tom, or Lydia made any 
attempt to try to persuade 
the two fighters to drop 
out of meeting in the ring. 


At 4.00 pm,  Jillie 
went to her bathroom. She 
took a long, soothing bath. 
Then she carefully made 
up her face. She changed 
into a light, nylon bra and 
briefs, her gear for the 
ring, covered by a summer 
dresing gown, and this 
by a warm sheepskin coat. 
No jewellery. Llana, next 
door, also dispensed with 
jewellery. She had been 
massaged by Lydia, who 
had then sent the girl off 
to take a hot shower. The 
Margolis household was in 
a state of high anxiety. 
Tom and Lydia had tried, 
with minimal success, not 
to transmit their feelings 
to Llana, the novice 
challenger. 

Llana had undressed 
and put on the "like a second 
skin style" maillot that 


she would wear to box against 
Jilie, and above this, a 
grey  tracksuit. She also 
wore a fur coat that Lydia 
had lent for the occasion. 

5.40. The time had 
come - and the Margolis 
party left for Unity Hall, 
Chilford. Lydia locked the 
doors of the house. She 
climbed into the smart, 
shining Jaguar with Tom 
and her daughter. They 
took the road towards the 
hall, the sporting arena. 
Shortly | afterwards, their 
neighbours travelled in the 
same directionin Howard's 
BMW. Tom, Lydia and Llana 


arrived first. There was 
an hour to go before the 
first contest. Things were 
quiet; only a few  A.B.A. 


people about. Tom and Lydia 
sat down, while Llana went 
look for. or Reg Bayliss in 
the main arena. Аз nervous 
as he had expected the girl 
greeted him. He told her 
about the schedule for the 
evening - 12 bouts, hers 
the last and the main event. 
And a break of 20 mins 
in the middle. "Obviously 
I can't say exactly when 
you will be on, but I expect 
it will be between 9.00 and 
9.30. I've got three seats 
for you and your people 
at the back of the hall and 
on the opposite side, and 
not too near, four for the 
Pelhams. 

As before, for the 
vacant women's title contest, 
the old storeroom had been 
converted for female use. 
He showed  Llana where 
this was. Lydia and Llana 
should use it, and the girl 
would change there into 
her fighting gear. Gloves, 
boots and towels would 
be laid out there. "Later, 
Llana, go there and change. 
I advise during the 8th bout 
at the latest. I'll help you 
with your gloves, and have 


a final chat with you alright?" 
Llana said it was all quite 


clear, though really her 
head was in a whirl. 
"Oh the referee will 


be Bill, he's the sole arbiter, 
and he will control things 
- stop too much punishment. 
Roy will be your cornerman. 
Listen to him. He's well 
clued up about ring craft. 
He'll give you good advice. 
Jille and you are the real 
stars on the card - you're 
being called the Leighbury 
tigresses! Attendance is 
usually around 150! This 
time, it will be about 700 
or more, according to ticket 
sales. Place will be crammed 
full!" 


The Pelhams were 
soon on the scene, Jillie, 
Howard, Leesa and Kari. 


Reg greted them and said 
to Jillie what he had already 
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explained to Llana. They 
took their seats in the rapidly 
filling hall, well away from 
the  Margolis party. Jillie 
and Llana could see each 
other and surreptitiously 
made mutual studies. After 
Jilie had defeated Lydia 
in the ring, the two ladies 
had been on cordial terms. 
But in the publicity section 
of the evening's programme, 


there had been  Llana's 
comment on Jillie turning 
the air in Leighbury again 
far from sweet! Lydia's 
18 year old daughter had 
said things that sounded 
crude, as was intended, 


about Jillie's illegal clinching 
against Lydia. 

Soon, the evening's 
programme was under way. 
the first bouts passed without 
drama or savage action, 
and all went the full distance 


(3 rounds) The third bout 
was between  l5-year-olds. 
Very even at first, but one 
boy became weak, and was 
being driven across the 
ring. Bill, the referee stopped 
the fight. The 4th bout was 
uneventful, but the 5th 
featured a KO. A London 
visitor was knocked cold 
by a local boxer with a 
shattering uppercut. 

Then there was the 
interval, with much alcohol 
flowing, and the excitement 
rising. Also the gossip, 
theories and speculation 
concerning the Leighbury 
tigresses! More of the events 
on the card followed after 
the interval. Then there 
was the 6th event, between 
flyweights, and one lad 
chased the other quickly 
around the ring. The 
cornerman of the luckless 


IT’S EXCITING 


x 


X 


X 


IT’S А GALAXY OF FEMALE COMBAT 


х 


DON'T MISS THEM GRAPPLING, 


WRESTLING AND BRAWLING BETWEEN 


THEMSELVES AND THEIR BOYFRIENDS AND HUSBANDS 


TO: SWISH PUBLICATIONS LTD, 47 Great Guildford Street, London SEI 065, 
Please send to me, by return, in plain secure cover, my personal copy of 


FIGHTING GALS MONTHLY. 


1 enclose my cheque/postal order for £...... 


made payable to SWISH PUBLICATIONS LTD. 


TWO RANDOM SAMPLE COPIES 


MONTHLY FOR 6 MONTHS 
MONTHLY FOR 12 MONTHS 


- 910 
- £40 (Commencing with No. 
- £70 (Commencing with No. 


boxer, who was groaning 
and perspiring, obligingly 
threw in his towel. 

There came the 8th 
bout, and final cheerful 
messages from Tom and 


Lydia. Llana rose and made 
her way to the ladies changing 
room. Few of the ringsiders 
noticed her, the action being 


exciting in the ring. There 
Llana met Reg. He tied 
her gloves for her, after 
she had undressed down 


to her one piece, red racing 
swimsuit. Jillie came into 
the room. The women 
exchanged blank stares. 
Reg performed the same 
service for the title holder, 
who was in her brief black 
shorts and orange singlet. 
He stayed around in case 
the boxers came to blows 
prematurely. Lydia appeared. 
Llana's mother was unhappy, 
sad about the coldness in 
the changing room. She 
knew all about Jillie's illegal 
boxing in the past - her 
unfair clinching, Jillie's 
desperate arms around her 
own back. Jillie being saved 
from sure defeat .. but 
during the last moments 
before leaving the ring and 


the hall, Lydia had noted 
Jillie being generous - and 
civilised. She was now a 
likeable neighbour, whom 
she valued. 

For Llana, things were 
different. She saw  Jillie 
and an illegal fighter, a 
cheating title holder - her 


mother was the real women's 
champion! Lydia wrapped 
the fur coat around Llana's 
shoulders. She helped her 
on her way up towards the 
large amphitheatre.  Jillie, 
already in the ring, had 
thrown off her dressing 
gown. She faced the crowd 
in her orange singlet, under 
which her generous, firm 
breasts wre proudly visible, 
and her abbreviated, black 


running shorts. 


The Master of 
Ceremonies commenced 
- "Ladies and Gentleman, 
this evening's boxing, you'll 


agree, has been of the highest 
standard. Your support for 
Chilford boxing has been 
quite splendid. The А.В.А. 
appreciates this. Now the 
association moves from 
strength to strength. There 
was great applause. 
The М.С. 
"Now for the 
contest of the 
Main event - the contest 
for the woman's title. It 
gives me the greatest pleasure 
to introduce to you, again 


went on. 
concluding 
evening. 


from Leighbury, weighing 
in at 134158 - give her a 
great cheer - Mrs.Jillie 


Pelham, defending her title. 

Many voices in the 
crowd broke into cheers 
and excited applause. Jillie 
entered the ring, raised 
her right arm and waved 
to the spectators. 

"And Mrs.Jillie Pelham's 
opponent, also from Leighbury, 
weighing in at 128lbs - let's 
hear it for the challenger, 
Miss Llana Margolis". Once 
more, the passionate crowd 
roared with executed cheers. 
Many began to chant "Jillie, 
Jillie!" 

Others as loudly 
responded with "Llana, Llana!" 


The scene rapidly became 
a frenzy of noise! Llana 
climbed into the ring. She 
waved happily to her 
supporters. Her brief, light 
red swimsuit drew a sour 
comment from Jillie's 
cornerman, Dave "The 


Margolis clan have her on 
the scene as a sex pot, a 
real provocative piece. 
Howard Pelham agreed, 
but was less severe. Exciting 
swimsuit but really she 
should be wearing something 
similar to Jillie. His daughters, 
who despised Llana, were 


raging! Their words were 
pornographic and'an oversexed 
trollope. Tom, Lydia and 
Roy were not pleased, and 
then Lydia said that Llana 
was old enough to choose 
her own gear. Апа Jillie? 
Well, she glared, but then 
said "Llana's swimsuit looks 
damned good!" 

Jillie's cornerman 
inserted her mouthguard, 
and Llana's cornerman 
did likewise. Bill, the referee, 
called the fighters to the 
centre of the ring. "You 
know what's wanted, Ladies 
I want a good, clean fight 
and may the best woman 
win, now touch gloves and 
return to your corners!" 

Jilie and  Llana did 
as they had been asked, 
and raised their fists ready 
to start the contest. Physically 
they were an interesting 
match. At 9 stones 8lbs, 
and height 5'4%", Jillie was 
not light and willowy, but 
not at all fat. She was 
beautiful and well built, 
wearing her 38 years very 
well. Jilie had dark, thick, 
wavy, shoulder length hair. 
She had splendid brown 
eyes. Jillie had a classic, 
high cheekboned face, which 
also added to her appeal. 
Her  shapely arms looked 
strange, adjoined to large, 
12 oz boxing gloves. Her 
firm eye catching breasts 
seemed self supporting. 
Jillie's waist looked neat 
and trim, Sizeable hips fitted 
well with the rest of Jillie, 
and suggested impressive 
strength. She wore black 
ring boots. Jillie was already 
hot and her orange top and 
black shorts were clinging 
closely. 

Llana's 
attraction 


physical 
matched that 
of Jillie. The blonde, at 
9 stone 2lbs and 5'7" was 
clearly taller than the title 


holder and more slimly hipped. 


her har, gold and curly 
quite short, smartly styled, 
and her eyes were lively 


and blueLlana's facial contours 
were lovely - a bright, friendly 


face. Llana's most excellent 
breasts were no smaller 
than ЈіШе'ѕ. Her opponent 


had given thought to making 
them less vulnerable when 
the bosom punching would 
start - than had Llana. Jillie's 
not so tight bra would allow 
them some freedom during 

the contest, absorbing some 
of the force of the blows. 
Llana had not thought of 
this, and her tits were pressed 
in under her like-a-second- 


skin style swimsuit. They 
were held very steady to 
be pounded by Jillie. Llana's 
waist was small, and she 
had physically attractive 
male sex type  haunches. 
She wore blue ring boots 


below her light red racing 
swimsuit. 


The bell rang loudly, 
suddenly, for the contest 
to start, and the crowd 
at the ringside roared as 


one person. Jillie and Llana 
squared off cautiously. Llana 
bobbed and weaved, keeping 


out of Jillie's reach. 
Confidently Jillie attacked. 
Keeping her guard high, 


blocking all the time, Llana 
retreated. Then а flurry 
of hard body punches sent 
Llana into the ropes. Thrusting 
herself away, Llana ran 
into a savage right uppercut 


from ЛШе. Llana lurched 
forward and crashed to 
the floor. the fight seemed 
nearly over. Llana rose 


at a count of eight. A fast 
recovery - and Llana charged. 
She drove Jillie over to 
the ropes then belted her 
with a furious does of body 
punishment. 


Jillie collapsed at 
last. She took a count of 
seven from the ref. Very 


soon, Llana had smashed 
a hard blow to her belly. 
Jillie was penned in a corner. 
She was punching wildly, 
with largely futile blows. 
Jilie took to ferocious left 
swings, trying to escape. 
The crowd was on its feet, 
shouting. Both women were 
straining - the utmost effort 
- the sweat ran freely from 
arms and shoulders. Llana 
bent her knees, evaded Jillie's 
guard and found she could 
hammer both Jillie's breasts 
at will. Then she lashed 
a hard left cross deep into 
Jillie's belly. Groaning, 
Jille fell on her knees. 
The bell sounded the end 
of the first round. The fighters 
returned to their respective 
corners and together slumped 
on to their stools. 


Dave removed Jillie's 


mouthguard. Jille washed 
out her mouth. "Ahead on 
points га say!" Dave 
encouraged. "Don't need 
to be, Dave. III go for a 
KO!" Leesa said. "Smash 
the sexy tart!  Pulverise 


the oversexed bitch!" Kari 
advised her mother to further 


brutal excesses. Jillie was 
only marginally ahead on 
points. In  Llana's corner, 


Lydia called out, "Well done, 


Twink! You're more than 
level - great show so far!" 
Twink or Twinkle had been 
Llana's name as a_ small 
child. "Counterpunch and 
keep your guard up!" 

Tom Margolis had 
followed it ай in silence. 


So had Howard Pelham on 
the other side of the ring. 
Dave told Jillie that Llana 
had lost most of her former 
speed. She had a weak guard. 
She would soon go down. 


"Go more for her belly and 


tits. She'll do the same to 
you!" Leesa and Kari were 
quick with callous orders 
to Jille, "Smash Llana. 


Destroy the sexy slut!" from 
Leesa, Kari adding "Kayoe 
the nasty bitch!" 

Jillie charged at Llana. 
Her opponent stayed on 
her feet. She blocked with 
some skill and  retreated. 
Llana twisted her whole 
body sideways, resolved 
to evade Jillie's fury. The 
brunette pressed on with 
a barrage of punches. Few 
went through Llana's defences. 
Jillie tried fast punches 
to Llana's head. The blonde 
was slowed down by the 
exertion. Fighting for breath, 
she moved back. Jillie and 
Llana, with a single thought, 
changed to haymaking lefts 
and rights - warnings always 
given. At last, Jillie smashed 
in an over arm right to Llana's 
left breast. Jillie and Llana 
were both exhuasted. Jillie 
grunting, and with great 
effort, managed to  graze 
the side of  Llana's head 
with a left. Though in a 
daze, Llana bravely stayed 
on her feet. then the loud 
bell ended the second round. 

In the corner, Lydia 
removed Llana's mouthguard. 
She offered her a bottle 
of water to rinse out her 
mouth. Tom and Roy squeezed 


wet sponges over Llana's 
head. She panted and sighed, 
whispered to Lydia "Twink 
- it must be hell for you 


- do you - do you want to 
go on?" 


"Cant give up - got 
to see this through! I've 
just got to". She insisted. 


Roy poured cold water freely 
over Llana, then Tom and 
Lydia dryed her completely 
with large towels. Opposite 
team, Dave was stern with 
Jilie წი forgetting his 
advice. "Soon she won't 


have any guard! Concentrate 
on bashing her boobs. She'll 
try to pound yours, don't 
you forget it!" 

"Seconds out round 
three!" called the timekeeper, 
closely followed by the 
bell. This was greeted by 
roars of excitement by the 
crowd.  Jillie attacked at 
once, She ran from her corner 
and drilled а hard right 
cross into Llana's mid section. 
Then, three fast right jabs 
went deep into Llana's untensed 
belly muscle wall. In the 
first round, Llana had been 
fast moving lightly. Now 
Jilhe had the speed. Jillie 
propelled her right fist in 
a savage swing, smashing 
into Llana's firm left breast. 
Llana shrieked in  agony. 
She fell on her knees - took 
a count of eight from Bill, 
who looked both pitying and 
collusive. Llana, in great 


pain had been resting. 


The referee 
to intervene and stop 
fight. Llana's 
- 2%" was the reason. 


prepared 


the 


extra height 


Llana 


naturally held her fists higher 


than Jillie. 


Her rival 
puffy around the eyes, 


was 
and 


was bleeding from the mouth. 


The blood  trickled 


down 


faster as she fought. Llana's 
blows mostly battered Jillie's 


face and breasts. 


Beneath 


her saturated singlet Jillie's 


usually firm uptilted 
was discoloured and 
her breasts were very 
Both fighters 
out in the centre o 
ring. 
The 
a continuous 
"Jilie!  Jillie! 
"Llana, Liana!" 
escape from the 
the young blonde and 
brunette found their 
increasing. Llana's 
tight swimsuit had a 


crowd Кер 
loud, 
Jillie!" 


bosom 
sore, 
large. 


slugged it 


f the 


t up 
harsh 
and 


Unable to 


sound, 
older 
fury 
small 
sheen 


of perspiration and a large 
stain of Jillie's blood. Then 
Jilie's shot putting trained 


arms and shoulders 
overpowered Llana, sent 
her reeling to the ropes 
ricocheting off the ropes 
and back to Jillies fists. 

Next there was no 
mobility. Jillie and Llana 
just lifted their fists and 
punched. Мо caution. Frail 
defence. Suddenly, Jillie 
went in low to shatter Llana's 
bruised and battered navel 
and lower belly. Jillie's 
mistake. Llana took Jillie's 
jaw with a straight left. 


Then, aiming low, she smashed 
both fists into the soft tissues 
of Jillie's torso. It was a 
solar plexus blow that winded 
and doubled Jille on her 
feet. Then a wild left swing 
to the jaw felled Jillie in 
an untidy heap. 
Winded 
gazed at 


and 
Bill, 


dizzy, 


Jillie with 


an amazed look. Sent to 
a neutral corner, Папа 
waited, studying the referee 
and Jille. He whispered 
loudly to ЛШе. "Do you 
wish to box on? Can you?" 
Jillie's head shook and then 


body language, as ЈіШе 
rolled on to her face. Her 
back and thigh muscles 
bucked and twisted. She 
threw her legs wide. She 


covered her face with her 
hands. 

Bill's loud voice declared. 
"The contest had been stopped 
in the second minute of 
the thrid round. Mrs.Jillie 
Pelham has retired. The 
winner and the women's 
champion is Miss  Llana 
Margolis!" Confusion, and 
surprised silence from the 
ringside. And then, the crowd 
roared - a crescendo of 
wild applause. 


Leesa and Kari, as 
soon as allowed into the 
ring, had helped Jillie on 


to her feet. Staring at Llana, 
Leesa and Kari were about 
to snarl (or to do something 


much worse) when  Jillie 
broke away. The  bruised 
and bleeding fighter, agile 
once more, pushed them 
aside. Jillie moved across 


to Llana, put her arms around 
the new champion and gave 
her a gentle kiss. Llana, 
at once, returned her embrace. 
They held on to each other, 
hot and wet, Jillie's blood 
sprinkling down. Even greater 
frenzy, as the crowd roared! 
Tom picked up some 
of the items of boxing gear, 
and walked over to Howard, 
sìmilarly engaged. Cheerfully, 
they took a look at Jillie 
and Llana and the noisy 
crowd delighted the lawyer 
and the accountant. Then 
they spoke to Roy and Dave, 


arranging for their drinks 
together later. 

Llana hugged Jillie. 
"Oh hell Jilie wow! You 


were good - nearly finished 
me - close to chucking in 
in third round!" 

"Yeah well Llana maybe 
you're too good for me!" 
And so Lana knew that this 
was a piece of near adult 
living adventure. | Ordeal? 
Test? Well, it уаз great 
- this was now behind her! 


жж жж жж 


Following  Llana's victory, 
those two neighbours, Jillie 
and Lydia wished to make 
up for so much negative 
time, those wasted years. 
They often were to be found 
on that common ground, 
Llana's former training 
camp. There, Jillie and 
Lydia were exercising together 


and talking about tennis. 
They  regretted the time 
when they had not been 


doing this instead of resenting 
each other, letting their 
outraged feelings grow. 

The barn, now more 
like a real gym, was also 
the haunt of Llana her 
girlfriends and her former 
male sex sparring partners. 
Llana's shining black leotard 
was once more in full use... 


The girl disappointed Reg 
Bayliss by not giving up 
more of her time to 


interviewing young 
who might 
her for her 
was the 
Chilford). 

Llana trained and boxed, 
but she had become also 
a devotee of scuba diving, 
and shooting video films 
underwater. Old enemies 
Jilie and Lydia, meanwhile, 
were carrying on like normal 
neighbours and good friends. 
They organised frequent 
and enjoyable tennis parties. 
Jillie and Lydia always seemed 
100% fit, and in ladies doubles, 
they were a couple seldom 
defeated.... 


women, 
want to fight 
title. (Llana 
Boxing Queen of 


SEQUEL 


©, 


Quickly I lifted my knees, 
thrust up my hips and bridged 
the best I could, 
Anne to loose both the almost 
fatal petting holds she had 
had on me. Instead she got 
up on her knees and flung 
her arms around my arched 
torso. I gripped her the 
same way, and using all 
my strength, I slowly drew 
her over me and down on 
her back. Before I could 
mount her she bridged, so 
I squatted at her head and 
pressed my breasts against 
her. 

Gradually I slid forward 
with releasing the pressure 
on the slick girlish body, 
until my arms tightened 
like ropes around her highly 
raised hips, totally bared 
by the scanty briefs. Her 
pubic mound swelled up 
as a firm, steep bulge beneath 
the narrow front piece, 
between two muscular, 
widely spread thighs. 

Lightly I leaned my 
chin against the upper part 
of the tempting arch, 


causing. 


Dazed with joy I heard her 
whimper weakly and felt 
two oily hands slide down 


my back, creep under the 
edge of my briefs, gripping 
my taut  buttocks, while 
she heightened her bridge. 
The manoeuvre made the 
thin cotton string arching 
like a bow over the 
provocative swell of her 
pubic mound become even 
more narrow, We 
had worked ourselves ınto 


one of my pet postures with 
another girl - 

Eagerly I pressed my chin 
more firmly down and 514 


it forward to where I thought 
my goal was positioned. 
Anne shivered and gasped 
loudly and the hot palms 
of her hands kneaded my 
buttocks while I felt a 
hardness beneath my chin. 


With an eager twitch 
Anne pressed her groin an 
inch further up and that 
was more than her briefs 
could cope with. The front 
piece, wet with sweat, oil 
and arousal 


Anne 
let go of my behind and 
desperately slid her hands 


up and down my slick back 
to get a grip on me while 
Anne moved her arms 
down my back and grasped 
my hips. Then she pulled 
me closer, until I suddenly 
realised her intention. Again 
her hands cupped my buttocks 
and she writhed in the bridge 
making two hot cheeks slide 
fully in between my thighs. 


My arousal was about 
to get the better of me, 
Suddenly she jerked as in 
convulsion and a passionate, 
desperate scream escaped 
her. 

Quickly I caught her 
ankles and pulled causing 
her bridge to collapse. With 


a gasp Anne leant on her 
knees, and her shoulders 
shivered beneath my hips 
only an inch above the 
matting. 

I was sure that without 
my briefs I would have 
orgasmed instantly. 


Involuntarily шу hips 
began to buck, and as I felt 
Anne's shoulders ^ beneath 
them, I pressed downwards 
as strongly as I could. Two 
muscular shoulders gradually 
immersed into the softness 
of the mattress until Anne 
relaxed in surrender. We 
lay like that for a while, 
gasping to recuperate. Then 
I rolled off her and laid 
down on my stomach beside 
Anne with my right leg 
between her widely spread 


thighs and my right hand 
on her heaving midriff. 
I leant my head on my left 
hand and stared smilingly 
down into the: glowing girlish 
face. 

"You've really got 
spunk - and a great bridge 
technique. You've tried 
it before haven't you? Anne 
returned my smile, nodded 
and let her right hand slide 
down my back. Then she 
placed her left hand on 
top of mine on her stomach. 
"Oh yes! I love to bridge 
- always do when I play 
off - it's such an exciting 
posture. Normal, 1 can 
bridge for much longer - 
even with someone on top 
of me, but your briefs saved 
you, while mine were killing 
mel" With a sexy glance 
she slowly pushed my hand 
downwards, until I felt the 
edge of her briefs against 


my little finger. "Feel for 
yourself!" 

She shivered and emitted 
a short, aroused sigh as 


Ikept my finger's light pressure 
on her most sensitive spot. 
She stretched both arms 
above her head in sumender 
and spread her legs further. 
Her  hooded eyes closed 
and she gasped vaguely 
"Uh quite a persuasive 
wrestling hold you've got 
on me!" Then she held her 
breath and swayed the back 
a little, making her groin 


press harder against me. 
At the same time the 
movement made her glistening 
breasts bristle invitingly 
even further upwards with 
iron hard nipples. 

Her voice 
hoarse with arousal 
and her eyes shone. After 
what we had done to each 
other so far, I was dying 
to show Anne the true nature 
of nude wrestlings 
Nothing would give me more 
joy than to conquer her 
in sexual combat - or to 
surrender in distracted 
ecstasy. Softly. I pressed 
my lips against her sweaty 
cheek and stared her right 
into the eyes. 

"Then let's strip! I 
kind of like your wrestling 
style, using all of your body 
- and mine. Let's have it 
out in the nude - really 
go body to body! 1 felt 


was 


a strong urge to rip her 
briefs off, throw myself 
between her thighs in a 


regular missionary position 
- and press my lips against 
hers in an inflaming, long 
sustained French kiss. 
"Yes! 
Get some real holds on each 
other! And III bet that you 


can't take me when we're 
naked". 

“What's the prize?" 
I teasingly asked. Anne 
looked disappointed when 


I got up on my knees, but 
smiled amorously as I started 
to pull off her briefs. "A 
kiss on the cheek!" A second 
later she lay fully outstretched 
on the wrestling mattress, 
stark naked and glossy with 


oil, delicious to look at 
with her legs  invitingly 
parted. Quickly I 
denuded myself and laid 
down with my right leg 
between  AnneÉ. I pressed 
my hands under her back 
until I had the nude girl 


in a perfect body press with 
my arms tightly around 


her upper body under the 
armpits and a hand on each 
shoulder. 

She just lay passively 
- vaguely smiling - letting 
me bury her coiling muscles 
under my naked body. When 
I had her precisely as I wanted, 
I rested my chin on hers 
and returned her smile. 
"Okay III have it on my 
forehead". Sulkily she put 
out her tongue and then 
wriggled a little as in protest. 
"Hey, wait a minute! Lift 
your left leg". As I did 
it, Anne spread her legs 
and twined them tightly 
around mine. "That's better. 
I want you precisely as you 
had Tina!" I gave her a quick 
hug, "Now let me see you 
get out of this!" Anne knotted 
her arms around my back 
and clung to me. "I'm not 
sure if I can escape, but 
you can't pin me! Ready?" 

I nodded and  Anne's 
smile vanished. Eagerly 
she stretched the neck 
backwards, pressed the 
behind into the mattress, 
swayed the back so that 
her shoulders were lifted 
from the mat, and resisted 
my pressure with her legs 
tight around mine. The posture 
made her oil glistening breasts 
stretch up against mine, 
and as she tried to free 
herself by writhing her upper 
body, I  squeezed tighter 
until she again lay motionless 
under me with  clenched 
teeth. 

Quite purposely I had 
positioned myself so I wasn't 
precisely on top of Anne 


but lay slightly down her 
body. This gave me an 
advantage. I could slide 


my lower stomach and upper 
pubis against Anne's mound 
or obtain full pussy contact 
when I wanted it, while 
Anne couldn't get at mine 
1 tested the technique. 


Joyfuly I slid my hands 
up her neck and closed them 
around two glowing cheeks. 

For a long time we 
lay like that, in a close 
entanglement on the huge, 
soft bed. Two naked, oil 
gleaming girls, fused in 
an arousing test of strength 
and sexual stamina, almost 
motionless with taut muscles, 
legs tightly intertwined 
as copulating constrictors, 
staring challengingly into 
each other's hungry eyes. 
Every sinew in Anne's golden, 
muscular body was tightened 
to breaking point beneath 
the glossy skin as I clasped 
her 


strongly, pressed my 
shoulders against hers and 
churned my upper body 
against the strong, naked 
girl. Anne's firm breasts 
were fully buried under 
my swelling hemispheres, 


slick with a mixture of oil 
and passionate sweat, and 
two moist girlish lips gasped 


arousingly an inch below 
my open mouth, especially 
when I really hugged her. 


I began 
to think I had underestimated 
the girl's self control. To 
regain control I withdrew 
from the petting hold and 
concentrated on the wrestling 
part. 

"Getting carried away 
huh?" Anne gasped, teasingly 


smiling, I retaliated 
her intense, challenging 
stare, savoured the dewed, 


dark eyes eagerly exploring 
mine, took a deep breath, 
held it, and gradually 
increased the pressure on 
Anne's naked breasts. 
"Don't worry!" 
I moaned, "I'll have you, 


when you're down on your 
shoulders!" She wriggled 
keenly, placed both hands 
under her flanks and leant 
her elbows on the mat. "No, 
you can't and I'll have YOU 
first!" 


For a while I slightly 
relaxed to prepare the next 
attack and Anne utilised 
it quickly. She flung her 
arms around me again, turned 
me over onto my side, and 
tried to get on top of me, 
but I dug my heels and neck 
in the mat, and kept the 
position. Thus we lay, both 
half on our sides and half 
bridging, with out breasts 
tightly merged. I could feel 
Anne's hot breath on my 
neck and  writhed so our 
nipples flicked again while 
Anne stretched her body 
in a bow and clasped me 
tightly, while we lay cheek 
to cheek, heavily breathing, 
which caused our breasts 
to undulate in wet and willing 
contact. 

I turned my head slightly 
and a sweaty cheek brushed 
my lips while I strained 
my body like a steel spring 
to get on top of Anne. 
Simultaneously she  writhed 
lithely to press me down 
and turned her head too, 
She had beautiful eyes, 
wide and steamy, and blinked 
a few times, but none of 
us disengaged. 

This was the right time 
so with a jerk I forced Anne 
down on her back and slid 
atop her between two widely 
spread thighs. Immediately 
she re-arched her torso 
and stared at me, feverishly 
smiling. "I almost made 
it" she whispered hoarsely, 
"Wow I love this. This is 
REAL wrestling! 

SHe released her hold on 
me, flung both arms above 
her head and laid down flat 
on her back before she with 


a jerk thrust up the hips 
and bridged on toes and 
hands. 

Her bridge was so 


high that she lifted me totally, 
until I knelt between two 
open thighs. Quickly I flung 
my arms around her hips, 


cupping a tense  buttock 
with each hand. 
I leant forward, 


pressing Anne down on her 
head, then I forced my hips 
against the open thighs, 
and - quite right - she counter 
thrust to avoid being 
supinated. 
Three 
each time a 
and three 


times I thrust, 
little harder, 
times Anne 
countered with increasing 
strength. The fourth jolt 
I stopped before my hips 


made contact and Anne 
- expecting the thrust pressed 
eagerly, and was quite 
unprepared when I instead 
pulled her closer to ше. 
With a joyful "Bitch! You 
trapped me!" she feli down 
on her knees with the feet 
under her bottom while 
I slid atop her. 

Jerkily I twisted forward 
to exercise pressure on 
Anne with the total weight 
of my body and inch by 
inch I conquered the naked 
curved girl, but she succeeded 
in raising her hips, leaning 
on her knees and the back 
of her neck. Never before 
had I seen a girl who could 
bridge like that with someone 
atop her, and it didn't look 
easy. First she flung her 
arms around me with a quiet 
"I can DO it!" Then she 
stretched them above her 
head as if to strengthen 
her back. It didn't work 
either, so finally she put 
a hand under each hip and 
leant her elbows against 
the mat. 

She stared me right 
in the eyes while I slid my 
hands under her armpits 
in a fırm grip and really 
squashed her down into 
the soft mattress. Breathing 
hard she looked up into 
my face with a beautiful 
expression of pure lust in 
her glazed eyes. "Yes... 


yes do it! Crush me seriously. 
You won't get me. I'm not 
pinned yet!" Judy,  Sussi 
and I had spent several intense 
and extremely joyful - hours 
atop and underneath each 
other, training to effectuate 


and resist a body press, 
but this super-girl really 
had muscles and stamina. 
Repeatedly I tightened my 
grip around her, hugging 
her taut glistening torso 


with all my strength, without 
being able to pin her. 

Her hips undulated 
gently in our sweaty coital 
position, and it dawned 
on me just how great 
advantage her swelling Venus 
mound gave her. It was 
simply fantastically exciting 
to lie riding on its bulge, 
and her lithe movements 
made it glide  deliciously 
up and down: 

I rapidly 
my bottom 
the dangerous 
but Anne 
immediately strained up 
her crotch and  tightened 
her legs around me, 

Each thrust made 
us both gasp and wriggle. 
I could feel the resilient 
tautness of Anne 

I knew that if I didn't 
exercise all my restraint, 


tried to lift 
to escape 


treatment, 


Anne could play me off 
quite easily. At the same 
time I was sure that she 


was just as close to ecstasy 
and that I would be able 
to press her shoulders to 
the mat. 

Anne stopped breathing 
for a moment, tautened 
and drew in breath greedily. 
I realised just how desperately 
I too needed a pause, stopped 
my sensual writhings and 
lay still while I fought to 
control the violent waves 
of sensuality | threatening 
to absorb me. We stayed 
coupled like that for a long 
period of time, both 
motionless except for 
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Our mutual matching 
of sexual assets, techniques 
and restraint had led us 
to a mandatory stalemate 


as the fatally tight double 
petting hold we had tied 
each other up in was 
unbreakable. Anne just 
clenched her teeth tensely 
smiling as if in pain - and 


returned the stare without 
flinching, the hot look of 
challenge in her wide eyes 
inviting me to continue 
the lewd duel. 

Temporarily I rested 


my chin on Anne's, We drank 
each there in, appraising, 
trying it interpret the defiant 
look in the other's glazed 
eyes, wide open, checking 
reflexes and watching for 


any clue to potential 
weakenesses, evaluating 
who would benefit most 


from an attack. To emphasise 
my bodily mastery I very 


slowly slid my chin down 
along Anne's and further 
down. Turning my head 


slightly I opened my mouth 
and with a jerk sank my 
teeth onto the bare throat, 
biting it lightly but firmly. 
This death bite - the feeling 
of being  engulfed by a 
predator - used to have 
a dramatic effect on both 
Judy, Sussi and myself, 
and judging from Anne's 
violent sighing and shivering, 
she was no exception. Letting 
my parted teeth scrape 
softly up her throat, I jerkily 
bit her again, this time 


taking in her entire chin, 
clenching her lower and 
my upper teeth, my lower 


teeth well above her Adam's 
apple. 

This biting game really 
got her going.  Joyfully 
simulating to free her chin 
She swayed her back and 
opened her mouth in a silent 
scream of joyful protest. 
I repeated the procedure 
and suddenly her taut body 
began to shiver as she 
stiffened beneath me. Then 
I felt her raise her legs 
which had been twined around 
mine, enabling her to put 
her feet in the mat. 

It is almost impossible 
to prevent a girl who enjoys 
t bridge from doing it, when 
she she is brought off in 
the underneath position, 
and Anne had been right. 
She really had a strong bridge. 
I began to thrust harder 
to press her down. In lewd 
jerks our naked, oil glistening 
bodies slid over the mattress, 
Anne bridging high, our 
legs widely spread, the arms 
tightly around one another. 


Even the most 
experienced wrestler 
becomes thoroughly aroused 


by squeezing a partner through 
writhing ecstasy, but 
additionally I have a special 
weakness for girls who can 
really bridge 

suddenly, without warning. 
As it happened, Anne laid 
down flat on her back, her 
hips thrust up and unresistingly 
I felt her reverse our positions. 

Before I knew it, I 
was pinned to the mattress 


flat on my back - totally 
encased by oil gleaming 
female muscles, with Anne's 
upper arms tight as ropes 
around my armpits, my 
legs in a firm grip between 
hers. Eyeball to eyeball 


we lay for a while, Anne 
obviously prepared to counter 
any attack from me, and 


in a tense second or two 
we both realised thai I didn't 
have a chance to escape. 

The fall itself triggered 
me again, making me gasp 
loudly. 

Anne lay staring down 
at me with wide, soft eyes 
and a content, dreamy smile 
on her lips. "Give up?" she 
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said quietly, her voice still 
shivering slightly. I just 
nodded and felt like using 
her favourite expression 
"Wow! It has been quite 
a while since a girl has 
conquered me зо totally". 
She smiled teasingly. "I'm 
always on top or bridging, 

But I have 
had two skilled teachers 
and they have both wriggled 


underneath me like you 
just did. Judy and Sussi! 
Both wanted me to try you". 

I laughed silently "Clever 
girls! And I loved it so much 


that I want revenge right 
now. 
She smiled slyly, rolled 


off me and turned around 
so we were end to end, her 
face above mine. "This time 
you won't have your briefs 
to save you, you know!" 
raised шу 


Provocatively I 


hips, returned her smile, 
and boldiy licked my lips. 
"True, but this time you'll 
surrender to these!" Slowly 
Anne slid atop my body 
while I bridged fully, and 
after a while we were 
completely wrapped up 
in each other 


°° THE END °° 
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